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Deep in my Soul that tender Secret 

DWELLS. 
(From the Corsair,) 




EEP in my soul that tender secret dwells*, 
Lonely and lost to light for evermore, 
Save when to thine my heart responsive 
swells, 
Then treml^les into silence as before. 

There, in its centre, a sepulchral lamp 
Bums the slow flame, eternal, but unseen ; 

Which not the darkness of despair can damp. 
Though vain its ray as it had never-been. 

Remember me — Oh ! pass not thou my grave 
Without one thought whose relics there recline : 
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The only pang my bosom dare not brave 
Must be to find forgetfulness in thine. 

My fondest, faintest, latest accents hear — 
Grief for the dead not virtue can reprove ; 

Then give me all I ever ask'd — a tear, 
The first — last — sole reward of so much love 1 




Ye Cupids, droop each little Head. 

(From Catullus.*) 




E Cupids, droop each little head, 
Nor let your wings with joy be spread ; 
My Lesbians favourite bird is dead, 
Whom dearer than her eyes she loved 
For he was gentle, and so true, 
Obedient to her call he flew, 
No fear, no wild alarip he knew. 
But lightly o'er her bosom moved : 



And softly fluttering here and there. 
He never sought to cleave the air. 
But chirruped oft, and, free from care, 
Tuned to her ear his grateful strain. 



* •* Lugete, Veneres, Cupidinesque." 
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Now having pass'd the gloomy bourne 
From whence he never can return, 
His death and Lesbia's grief I moum, 
Who sighs, alas ! but sighs in vain. 

Oh ! curst be thou, devouring grave ! 
Whose jaws eternal victims crave, 
From whence no earthly power can save, 

For thou hast ta'en the bird away: 
From thee my Lesbia's eyes o'erflow, 
Her swollen cheeks with weeping glow 
Thou art the cause of all her woe. 

Receptacle of life's decay. 





Nay, smile not at my sullen Brow. 



(to INEZ.) 




VY, smile not at my sullen brow ; 

Alas ! I cannot smile again : 
Yet Heaven avert that ever thou 

Shouldst weep, and haply weep in vain. 



And dost thou ask what secret woe 
I bear, corroding joy and youth ? 

And wilt thou vainly seek to know 
A pang, ev'n thou must fail to soothe ? 



It is not love, it is not hate. 

Nor low Ambition's honours lost, 
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That bids me loathe my present state, 
And fly from all I prized the most : 

It is that weariness which springs 
From all I meet, or hear, or see : 

To me no pleasure Beauty brings ; 

Thine eyes have scarce a charm for me. 

It is that settled, ceaseless gloom 
The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore ; 

That will not look beyond the tomb, 
But cannot hope for rest before. 

What Exile from himself can flee ? 

To zones though more and more remote, 
Still, still pursues, where'er I be, 

The blight of life — the demon Thought. 

Yet others rapt in pleasure seem. 
And taste of all that I forsake ; 

Oh ! may they still of transport dream. 
And ne'er, at least like me, awake ! 
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Through many a clime 'tis mine to go. 
With many a retrospection curst ; 

And all my solace is to know, 
Whate'er betides, I've known the worst. 

What is that worst ? Nay, do not ask — 
In pity from the search forbear : 

Smile on — nor venture to unmask 
Man's heart, and view the Hell that's there. 










I WOULD I WERE A CARELESS CHILD. 




WOULD I were a careless child, 

m 

Still dwelling in my Highland cave, 
Or roaming through the dusky wild. 
Or bounding o*er the dark blue wave ; 
The cumbrous pomp of Saxon pride 

Accords not with the freebom soul, 
Which loves the mountain's craggy side. 
And seeks the rocks where billows roll. 



Fortune ! take back these cultured lands. 
Take back this name of splendid sound ! 

I hate the touch of servile hands, 
I hate the slaves that cringe around. 

Place me among the rocks I lOve, 
Which sound to Ocean's wildest roar ; 



BYRON'S SONGS. ii 

I ask but this — again to rove 
Through scenes my youth hath known before. 

Few are my years, and yet I feel 

The world was ne*er designed for me : 
Ah ! why do darkening shades conceal 

The hour when man must cease to be ? 
Once I beheld a splendid dream, 

A visionary scene of bliss : 
Truth ! — ^wherefore did thy hated beam 

Awake me to a world like this ? 

I loved — ^but those I loved are gone ; 

Had friends— my early friends are fled : 
How cheerless feels the heart alone, 

When all its former hopes are dead ! 
Though gay companions o'er the bowl 

Dispel awhile the sense of ill ; 
Though pleasure stirs the maddening soul, 

The heart — the heart — is lonely still. 

How dull ! to hear the voice of those 
Whom rank or chance, whom wealth or power, 

Have made, though neither friends nor foes, 
Associates of* the festive hour. 
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Give me again a faithful few, 

In years and feelings still the same, 

And I will fly the midnight crew, 
Where boist'rous joy is but a name. 

And woman, lovely woman ! thou, 

My hope, my comforter, my all ! 
How cold must be my bosom now. 

When e*en thy smiles begin to pall ! 
Without a sigh would I resign 

This busy scene of splendid woe. 
To make that calm contentment mine, 

Which virtue knows, or seems to know. 

Fain would I fly the haunts of men — 

I seek to shun, not hate mankind ; 
My breast requires the sullen glen. 

Whose gloom may suit a darkened mind. 
Oh ! that to me the wings were given 

Which bear the turtle to her nest ! 
Then would I cleave the vault of heaven. 

To flee away, and be at rest. 



Farewell ! if ever fondest Prayer, t 



(Set to Music by W. Shelmerdine.) 



^^^^ AREWELL ! if ever fondest prayer 
e^L/T For other's weal avaiFd on high, 
Mine will not all be lost in air, 

But waft thy name beyond the sky. 
Twere vain to speak, to weep, to sigh : 

Oh ! more than tears of blood can tell, 
When wrung from guilt's expiring eye. 
Are in that word — Farewell ! — Farewell ! 



These lips are mute, these eyes are dry ; 

But in my breast and in my brain. 
Awake the pangs that pass not by, 

The thought that ne'er shall sleep again. 
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My soul nor deigns nor dares complain, 
Though grief and passion there rebel ; 

I only know we loved in vain — 
I only feel— Farewell ! — Farewell ! 




There be none of Beauty's Daughters. 

(Set to Music by Felix Mendelssohn and by H. H. Pierson.) 




HERE be none of Beauty's daughters 

With a magic like thee ; 
And like music on the waters 
Is .thy sweet voice to me : 
When, as if its sound were causing 
The charmed ocean's pausing, 
The waves lie still and gleaming, 
And the lulPd winds seem dreaming : 



And the midnight moon is weaving 
Her bright chain o'er the deep ; 

Whose breast is gently heaving, 
As an infant's asleep : 
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So the spirit bows before thee, 
To hsten and adore thee ; 
With a full but soft emotion. 
Like the swell of Summer's ocean. 




There's not a Joy the World can give. 

(Set to Music by Sir John Stevenson.) 

** O Lachrymarum fons, tenero sacros 
Ducentium ortus ex animo : quater 
Felix ! in imo qui scatentem 
Pectore te, pia Nympha, sensit.'* 

Gray's Poemata, 




HERE'S not a joy the world can give like 

that it takes away. 
When the glow of early thought declines 
in feeling's dull decay ; 
Tis not on youth's smooth cheek the blush alone, 

which fades so fast, 
But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth 
itself be past, 

c 
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Then the few whose spirits float above the wreck o; 

happiness 
Are driven o'^r the shoals of guilt, pr ocean of excess 
The magnet of their course is gone, or only points in 

vain 
The shore to which their shiver'd sail shall nevei 

stretch again. 

Then the mortal coldness of the soul like death itseli 
( comes down ; 

It cannot feel for others' woes, it dare not dream its 

own; 
That heavy chill has frozen o'er the fountain of our 

tear's, 
And though the eye may sparkle still, 'tis where the 

ice appears. 

Though wit may flash from fluent lips, and mirth 

distract the breast. 
Through midnight hours that yield no more tKeir 

former hope of rest ; 
'Tis but as ivy-leaves around the ruin'd turret wreath 
All green and wildly fresh without, but worn and grey 

beneath. 
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Oh could I feel as I have felt, — or be what I have 

been, 
Or weep as I could once have wept o'er many a 

vanish'd scene ; 
As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish 

though they be. 
So, midst the wither'd waste of life, those tears would 

flow to me, 

March, 1815. 
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Adieu, adieu! my native Shore. 




(From Childe Harold^ s Pilgrimage,) 

DIEU, adieu ! my native shore 
Fades o*er the waters blue ; 
The night-winds sigh, the breakers roar, 
And shrieks the wild sea-mew. 
Yon sun that sets upon the sea 

We follow in his flight ; 
Farewell awhile to him and thee, 
My native Land— Good Night ! 

A few short hours and he will rise 

To give the morrow birth ; 
And I shall hail the main and skies, 

But not my mother earth. 
Deserted is my own good hall, 

Its hearth is desolate ; 
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Wild weeds are gathering on the wall ; 
My dog howls at the gate. 

" Come hither, hither, my little page ! 

Why dost thou weep and wail ? 
Or dost thou dread the billows' rage, 

Or tremble at the gale ? 
But dash the tear-drop from thine eye ; 

Our ship is swift and strong : 
Our fleetest falcon scarce can fly 

More merrily along." 

" Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high, 

I fear not wave nor wind : 
Yet marvel not, Sir Childe, that I 

Am sorrowful in mind ; 
For I have from my father gone, 

A mother whom I love, 
And have no friend, save these alone. 

But thee — and One above. 

" My father bless'd me fervently. 
Yet did not much complain ; 
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But sorely will my mother sigh 

Till I come back again." — 
" Enough, enough, my little lad ! 

Such tears become thine eye ; 
If I thy guileless bosom had, 

Mine own would not be dry. 

" Come hither, hither, my staunch yeoman, 

Why dost thou look so pale ? 
Or dost thou dread a French foeman ? 

Or shiver at the gale ? " — 
" Deem'st thou I tremble for my life ? 

Sir Childe, I'm not so weak ; 
But thinking on an absent wife 

Will blanch a faithful cheek. 

'* My spouse and boys dwell near thy hall, 

Along the bordering lake. 
And when they on their father call. 

What answer shall she make ? " — 
" Enough, enough, my yeoman good. 

Thy grief let none gainsay ; 
But I, who am of lighter mood, 

Will laugh to flee away." 
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For who would trust the seeming sighs 

Of wife or paramour ? 
Fresh feeres will dry the bright blue eyes 

We late saw streaming o*er. 
For pleasures past I do not grieve, 

Nor perils gathering near ; 
My greatest grief is that I leave 

No thing that claims a tear. 



And now I'm in the world alone, 

Upon the wide, wide sea : 
But why should I for others groan. 

When none will sigh for me ? 
Perchance my dog will whine in vain, 

Till fed by stranger hands ; 
But long ere I come back again 

He'd tear me where he stands. 



With thee, my bark, I'll swiftly go 
Athwart the foaming brine ; 

Nor care what land thou bear'st me to, 
So not again to mine. 



^ 
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Welcome, welcome, ve dark-Mae waves ! 

And when you iail my sight. 
Welcome, ye deserts and ye caves ! 

My native Land — Good Night ! 





Oh ! MY LONELY— LO'NELY — LONELY — PiLLO W. 



(set to a HINDOO AIR.) 



H ! my lonely — lonely — lonely — Pillow ! 
Where is my lover ? where is my lover ? 
Is it his bark which my dreary dreams 
discover ? 
Far — far away ! and alone along the billow ? 




Oh ! my lonely — lonely — lonely — Pillow ! 
Why must my head ache where his gentle brow lay ? 
How the long night flags lovelessly and slowly, 

And my head droops oyer thee like the willow ! 



Oh ! thou, my sad and solitary Pillow ; 
Send me kind dreams to keep my heart from breaking. 
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In return for the tears I shed upon thee waking ; 
Let me not die till he comes back o'er the billow. 

Then if thou wilt — no more my lonely Pillow, 
In one embrace let these arms again enfold him, 
And then expire of the joy — but to behold him ! 

Oh ! my lone bosom ! — oh ! my lonely Pillow ! 




The Isles of Greece. 



From Don Juan, 
(Set to Music by H. H. Pierson.) 



i^™SHE isles of Greece, the isles of Greece ! 

Where burning Sappho loved and sung, 
Where grew the arts of war and peace, 
Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung ! 
Eternal summer gilds them yet, 
But all, except their sun, is set. 

The Scian and the Teian muse. 
The hero's harp, the lover's lute, 

Have found the fame your shores refuse : 
Their place of birth alone is mute 

To sounds which echo further west 

Than your sires* " Islands of the Blest." 
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Vhc mountains look on Marathon — 
And Marathon looks on the sea ; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dream*d that Greece might still be free ; 

For standing on the Persians* grave, 

I could not deem m}'self a slave. 

A king sat on the rocky brow 

Which looks o*er sea-bom Salamis ; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below, 
And men in nations ; — all were his ! 

He counted them at break of day — 

And when the sun set where were they ? 

And where are they ? and where art thou, 
My country ? On thy voiceless shore 

The heroic lay is tuneless now — 
The heroic bosom beats no more ! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine. 

Degenerate into hands like mine ? 

Tis something, in the dearth of fame. 
Though link'd among a fetter'd race. 

To feel at least a patriot's shame, 
Even as I sing, suffuse my face ; 



BYRON'S SONGS. 29 

For what is left the poet here ? 

For Greeks a blush— for Greece a tear. 



Must we but weep o'er days more blest ? 

Must we but blush? — Our fathers bled. 
Earth ! render back from out thy breast 

A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 
Of the three hundred grant but three, 
To make a new Thermopylae ! 

What, silent still ? and silent all ? 

Ah ! no ; — the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent's fall, 

And answer, " Let one living head, 
But one arise, — we come, we come ! " 
'Tis but the living who are dumb. 

In vain — in vain : strike other chords ; 

Fill high the cup with Samian wine ! 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes, 

And shed the blood of Scio's vine ! 
Hark ! rising to the ignoble call — 
How answers each bold Bacchanal I 
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You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet ; 

Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone ? 
Of two such lessons, why forget 

The nobler and the manlier one ? 
You have the letters Cadmus gave — 
Think ye he meant them for a slave ? 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

We will not think of themes like these I 
It made Anacreon*s song divine : 

He served — but served Polycrates — 
A tjrrant ; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 

The tyrant of the Chersonese 

Was freedom^s best and bravest friend ; 
That tyrant was Miltiades 1 

Oh ! that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind 1 
Such chains as his were sure to bind. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine \ 
On Suli*s rock» and Parga's shore. 

Exists the remnant of a line 
Such as the Doric oooth^r^ bore : 
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And there, perhaps, some seed is sown, 
The Heracleidan blood might own. 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 
They have a king who buys and sells ; 

In native swords, and native ranks, . 
The only hope of courage dwells : 

But Turkish force, and Latin fraud, 

Would break your shield, however broad. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade — 
I see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But gazing on each glowing maid, 
My own the burning tear-drop laves, 
To think such breasts must suckle slaves." 

Place me on Sunium's marbled steep, 
Where nothing, save the waves and I, 

May hear our mutual murmurs sweep ; 
There, swan-like, let me sing and die : 

A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine — 

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine ! 



Oh! did those Eyes, instead of Fire. 



(to m .) 




^ H ! did those eyes, instead of fire, 

With bright but mild affection shine. 
Though they might kindle less desire, 
Love, more than mortal, would be 
thine. 



For thou art form'd so heavenly fair, 
However those orbs may wildly beam. 

We must admire, but still despair ; 
That fatal glance forbids esteem. 



When Nature stamp'd thy beauteous birth. 
So much perfection in thee shone. 
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She fear'd that, too divine for earth, 

The skies might claim thee for her own : 

Therefore, to guard her dearest work, 
Lest angels might dispute the prize. 

She bade a secret lightning lurk 
Within those once celestial eyes. 

These might the boldest sylph appal, 
When gleaming with meridian blaze ; 

Thy beauty must enrapture all ; 

But who can dare thine ardent gaze ? 

'Tis said that Berenice's hair 
In stars adorns the vault of heaven ; 

But they would ne'er permit thee there, 
Thou wouldst so far outshine the seven. 

For did those eyes as planets roll, 
Thy sister lights would scarce appear : 

E'en suns, which systems now control, 
Would twinkle dimly through their sphere. 

1806. 
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Start not — ^nor deem my Spirit fled. 



(inscribed upon a cup formed from a skull.) 




TART not — ^nor deem my spirit fled ; 
In me behold the only skull, 
From which, unlike a living head, 
Whatever flows is never dull. 



I lived, I loved, I quaff"'d, like thee : 
I died : let earth my bones resign ; 

Fill up — thou canst not injure me ; 
The worm hath fouler lips than thine. 

Better to hold the sparkling grape, 
Than nurse the earth-worm's slimy brood ; 
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And circle in the goblet's shape 
The drink of gods, than reptile's food. 

Where once my wit, perchance, hath shone, 

In aid of others' let me shine ; 
And when, alas ! our brains are gone, 

What nobler substitute than wine ? 

Quaff while thou canst : another race, 
When thou and thine, like me, are sped. 

May rescue thee from earth's embrace. 
And rhyme and revel with the dead. 

Why not ? since through life's little riay 
Our heads such sad effects produce ; 

Redeem'd from worms and wasting clay. 
This chance is theirs, to be of use. 

Newstead Abbey, i8oS. 
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I HEARD THY FATE WITHOUT A TeAR.* 
(Set to Music by J. Hobbs.) 

HEARD thy fate without a tear, 

Thy loss without a sigh ; 
And yet thou wert surpassing dear. 
Too loved of all to die. 
I know not what has sear'dmine eye, 

The tears refuse to start ; 

But every drop its lids deny 

Falls dreary on my heart. 

Yes, deep and heavy, one by one. 

They sink and turn to care ; 
As cavem'd waters wear the stone, 

Yet dropping harden there : 
They cannot petrify more fast 

Than feelings sunk remain ; 
Which coldly fix'd regard the past> 

But never melt again. 

♦ Not in the collected works of Lord Byron. 
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Maid of Athens, ere we part. 



Z4UI} fxoVf adg dyaTrtH, 
(Set to Music by J. Nathan and H. H. Pierson.) 

. _ _ • 

AID of Athens, ere we part, 
Give, oh give me back my heart ! 
Or, since that has left, my breast. 
Keep it now, and take the rest ! 
Hear my vow before I go, 

Zany fiov, (rag dyaira),* 




By those tresses unconfined, 
Woo'd by each iEgean wind ; 
By those lids whose jetty fringe 
Kiss thy soft cheeks' blooming tinge ; 
By those wild eyes like the roe, 

Zony fWVy (TOLS ayaTTtD, 

* ** 2>ly dearest Life, I love Thee ! " 



BYRON-S SONGS. 

By that lip I long to taste ; 
By that zone-encircled waist ; 
By all the token-flowers that tell 
What words can never speak so well ; 
By love's alternate joy and woe, 
Zbn; ^lou, iras Syairia. 

Maid of Athens J I am gone : 
Think of me, sweet ! when alone. 
Though I fly to Istambol, 
Athens holds my heart and soul : 
Can I cease to love thee? No ! 

Zonj /lov, eras dyajrio. 






Beware! beware! of the Black Friar. 

From Don Juan, 
(Set to Music by H. H. Pierson.) 

EWARE I beware ! of the Black Friar, 

Who sitteth by Norman stone, 
For he mutters his prayer in the midnight 
air, 

And his mass of the da)rs that are gone. 
When the Lord of the Hill, Amundeville, 

Made Norman Church his prey, 
And expeird the friars, one friar still 
Would not be driven away. 

Though he came in his might, with King Henry's 
right, 

To turn church lands to lay. 
With sword in hand, and torch to light 

Their walls, if they said nay ; 



I 



40 BYRON'S SONGS. 

A monk remained, unchased, unchain'd, 

And he did not seem form'd of clay, 
For he's seen in the porch, and he's seen in the 
church, 

Though he is not seen by day. 

And whether for good, or whether for ill. 

It is not mine to say ; 
But still with the house of Amundeville 

He abideth night and day. 
By the marriage-bed of their lords, 'tis said. 

He flits on the bridal eve ; 
And 't is held as faith, to their bed of death 

He comes — but not to grieve. 

When an heir is bom, he's heard to mourn. 

And when aught is to befall 
That ancient line, in the pale moonshine 

He walks from hall to hall. 
His form you may trace, but not his face, 

'Tis shadow'd by his cowl ; 
But his eyes may be seen from the folds between. 

And they seem of a parted soul. 
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But beware ! beware ! of the Black Friar, 

He still retains his sway, 
For he is yet the church's heir, 

Whoever may be the lay. 
Amundeville is lord by day, 

But the monk is lord by night ; 
Nor wine nor wassail could raise a vassal 

To question that friar's right. 

Say nought to him as he walks the hall, 

And he'll say nought to you ; 
He sweeps along in his dusky pall, 

As o'er the grass the dew. 
Then grammercy !. for the Black Friar ; 

Heaven sain him ! fair or foul, 
And whatsoe'er may be his prayer, 

Let ours be for his soul. 




\ 



Since now the Hour is come at last. 



(to EMMA.) 




INCE now the hour is come at last, 

When you must quit your anxious 

lover ; 

Since now our dream of bliss is past, 
One pang, my girl, and all is over. 



Alas ! that pang will be severe. 

Which bids us part to meet no more ; 

Which tears me far from one so dear, 
Departing for a distant shore. 



Well ! we have passed some happy hours. 
And joy will mingle with our tears ; 
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When thinking on these ancient towers, 
The shelter of our infant years ; 

Where from this Gothic casement's height, 
We view'd the lake, the park, the dell. 

And still, though tears obstruct our sight. 
We lingering look a last farewell, 

• 

0*er fields through which we used to run, 
And spend the hours in childish play ; 

0*er shades where, when our race was done. 
Reposing on my breast you lay ; 

Whilst I, admiring, too remiss. 

Forgot to scare the hovering flies, 
Yet envied every fly the kiss 

It dared to give your slumbering eyes : 

See still the little painted barkv 

In which I row'd you o'er the lake ; 

See there, high waving o'er the park, 
The elm I clamber'd for your sake. 
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These times are past — our joys are gone. 
You leave me, leave this happy vale ; 

These scenes I must retrace alone ; 
Without thee what will they avail ? 

Who can conceive, who has not proved. 
The anguish of a last embrace? 

When, torn from all you fondly loved, 
You bid a long adieu to peace. 

This is the deepest of our woes. 

For this these tears our cheeks bedew ; 

This is of love the final close, 
Oh, God ! the fondest, last adieu ! 











When the Moon is on the Wave. 

(From Manfred.) 

|HEN the moon is on the wave, 

And the. glow-worm in the grass, 
And the meteor on the grave. 
And the wisp on the morass ; 
When the falling stars are shooting, 
And the answered owls are hooting, 
And the silent leaves are still 
In the shadow of the hill. 
Shall my soul be upon thine. 
With a power and with a sign. 

Though thy slumber may be. deep. 
Yet thy spirit shall not sleep ; 
There are shades which will not vanish, 
There are thoughts thou canst not banish; 
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By a power to thee unknown, 
Thou canst never be alone j 
Thou art wrapt as with a shroud, 
Thou art gather'd in a cloud ; 
And for ever shalt thou dwell 
In the spirit of this spell. 

Though thou seest me not pass by, 
Thou shalt feel me with thine eye 
As a thing that, though unseen, 
Must be near thee, and hath been ; 
And when in that secret dread 
Thou hast tum'd around thy head, 
Thou shalt marvel I am not 
As thy shadow on the spot, 
And the power which thou dost feel 
Shall be what thou must conceal. 

And a magic voice and verse 
Hath baptized thee with a curse ; 
And a spirit of the air 
Hath begirt thee with a snare ; 
In the wind there is a voice 
Shall forbid thee to rejoice ; 
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And to thee shall night deny 
All the quiet of her sky ; 
And the day shall have a sun, 
Which shall make thee wish it done. 

From thy false tears I did distil 

An essence which hath strength to kill ; 

From thy own heart I then did wring 

The black blood in its blackest spring ; 

From thy own smile I snatched the snake, 

For there it coil'd as in a brake ; 

From thy own lip I drew the charm 

Which gave all these their chiefest harm ; 

In proving every poison known, 

I foimd the strongest was thine own. 

By thy cold breast and serpent smile. 

By thy unfathom'd gulfs of guile. 

By that most seeming virtuous eye, 

By thy shut soul's hypocrisy ; 

By the perfection of thine art 

Which pass'd for human thine own heart ; 

By thy delight in others' pain, 

And by thy brotherhood of Cain, 
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I call upon thee ! and compel 
Thyself to be thy proper Hell ! 

And on thy head I pour the vial 
Which doth devote thee to this trial ; 
Nor to slumber, nor to die, 
Shall be in thy destiny ; 
Though thy death shall still seem near 
To thy wish, but as a fear ; 
Lo ! the spell now works around thee, 
, And the clankless chain hath bound thee ; 
O'er thy heart and brain together 
Hath the word been pass'd — now wither ! 




WM 



ThINK'ST thou I SAW THY BEAUTEOUS 

Eyes? 




(to CAROLINE.) 

HINK'ST thou I saw thy beauteous eyes, 

Suffused in tears, implore to stay ; 
And heard unmoved thy plenteous sighs 
Which said far more than words can 
say? 

Though keen the grief thy tears exprest, 
When love and hope lay both overthrown, 

Yet still, my girl, this bleeding breast 
Throbbed with deep sorrow as thine own. 

But when our cheeks with anguish glow'd. 
When thy sweet lips were joined to mine, 

£ 
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The tears that from my eyeHds flow'd 
Were lost in those which fell from thine. 

Thou couldst not feel my burning cheek, 
Thy gushing tears had quench'd its flame ; 

And as thy tongue essay'd to speak, 
In signs alone it breathed my name. 

And yet, my girl, we weep in vain, 
In vain our fate in sighs deplore ; 

Remembrance only can remain, — 
But that will make us weep the more. 

Agun, thou best beloved, adieu ! 

Ah ! if thou canst, overcome regret ; 
Nor let thy mind past joys review, — 

Our only hope is to forget ! 




'>':i^iL 
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Whene'er I view those Lips of thine. 



(to m. s. g.) 




HENFER I view those lips of thine, 
Their hue invites my fervent kiss ; 
Yet I forego that bliss divine, 
Alas ! it were unhallow'd bliss. 



Whene'er I dream of that pure breast, 
How could I dwell upon its snows ! 

Yet is the daring wish represt, 
For that — ^would banish its repose. 



A glance from thy soul-searching eye 
Can raise with hope, depress with fear 
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Yet I conceal my love: — and why? 
I would not force a painful tear. 

I ne*er have told my love, yet thou 
Hast seen my ardent flame too well ; 

And shall I plead my passion now, 
To make thy bosom's heaven a hell ? 

No ! for thou never canst be mine, 
United by the priesf s decree : 

By any ties but those divine. 
Mine, my beloved, thou ne'er shalt be. 

Then let the secret fire consume, 

Let it consume, thou shalt not know : 

With joy I court a certain doom. 
Rather than spread its guilty glow. 

I will not ease my tortured heart 

By driving dove-eyed peace from thine ; 

Rather than such a sting impart, 

Each thought presumptuous I resign. • 
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Yes ! yield those lips, for which I'd hrave 
More than I here shall dare to tell ; 

Thy innocence and mine to save, — 
I bid thee now a last farewell. 

Yes ! yield that breast, to seek despair, 
And hope no more thy soft embrace ; 

Which to obtain my soul would dare 
All, all reproach, but thy disgrace. 

At least from guilt shalt thou be free, 
No matron shall thy shame reprove 

Though cureless pangs tnay prey on me, 
No martyr shalt thou be to love. 
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As o'er the cold sepulchral Stone. 



(written in an album, at MALTA.) 

(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 



S o'er the cold sepulchral stone 

Some name arrests the passer-by ; 
Thus, when thou view'st this page alone, 
May mine attract thy pensive eye ! 



And when by thee that name is read, 
Perchance in some succeeding year, 

Reflect on me as on the dead, 
And think my heart is buried here. 

September 14, 1809. 







Through cloudless Skies, in silvery 

Sheen. 

(written in passing the ambracian gulf.) 

HROUGH cloudless skies, in silvery sheen, 
Full beams the moon on Actium's 
coast : 
And on these waves, for Egypt's queen. 
The ancient world was won and lost. 

And now upon the scene I look. 
The azure grave of many a Roman ; 

Where stem Ambition once forsook 
His wavering crown to follow woman. 

Florence ! whom I will love as well 

As ever yet was said or sung 
(Since Orpheus sang his spouse from hell), 

Whilst thou art fair and I am young ; 
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Sweet Florence ! those were pleasant times, 
When worlds were staked for ladies' eyes : 

Had bards as many realms as rhymes, 
Thy charms might raise new Antonies. 

Though Fate forbids such things to be. 
Yet, by thine eyes and ringlets curl'd ! 

I cannot lose a world for thee. 

But would not lose thee for a world. 

Nov, 14, 1809. 




Dear Object of defeated Care. 




EAR object of defeated care ! 

Though now of Love and thee bereft, 
To reconcile me with despair, 
Thine image and my tears are left. 



Tis said with Sorrow Time can cope ; 

But this I feel can ne'er be true ; 
For by the death-blow of my Hope 

My Memory immortal grew. 

Athens, yantMLry^ 1811. 



When I hear you express an Affection 

so WARM. 




(to CAROLINE.) 

IHEN I hear you express an affection so 
warm, 
Ne'er think, my beloved, that I do not 
believe ; 

For your lip would the soul of suspicion disarm, 
And your eye beams a ray which can never deceive. 

Yet still this fond bosom regrets, while adoring, 
That love like the leaf, must fall into the sere ; 

That age will come on, when remembrance, deploring, 
Contemplates the scenes of her youth with a tear ; 



BYRON'S SONGS. 59 

That the time must arrive, when, no longer retaining 
Their auburn, those locks must wave thin to the 
breeze, * 

When a few silver hairs of those tresses remaining, 
Prove nature a prey to decay and disease. 

*Tis this, my beloved, which spreads gloom o'er my 
• features, 

Though I ne'er shall presume to arraign the decree 
Which God has proclaimed as the fate of his creatures, 

In the death which one day will deprive you of me. 

Mistake not, sweet sceptic, the cause of emotion. 
No doubt can the mind of your lover invade ; 

He worships each look with such faithful devotion, 
A smile can enchant, or a tear can dissuade. 

But as death, my beloved, soon or late shall overtake 
us. 
And our breasts, which alive with such sympathy 
glow, 
Will sleep in the grave till the blast shall awake us, 
Wlien calling the dead, in earth's bosom laid low, — 
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Oh ! then let us drain, while we may, draughts of 
pleasure, 
Which from passion like ours may unceasingly flow ; 
Let us pass round the cup of love's bliss in full 
measure, 
And quaff the contents as our nectar below. 

1 80s. 





This votive Pledge of fond Esteem. 



(with the poems of camoens.) 




HIS votive pledge of fond esteem, 

Perhaps, dear girl ! for me thou'lt prize ; 
It sings of Love's enchanting dream, 
A theme we never can despise. 



Who blames it but the envious fool, 
The old and disappointed maid ; 

Or pupil of the prudish school, 
In single sorrow doom'd to fade ? 



Then read, dear girl ! with feeling read. 
For thou wilt ne'er be one of those ; 
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To thee in vain I shall not plead 
In pity for the poet's woes. 

He was in sooth a genuine bard ; 

His was no faint, fictitious flame : 
Like his, may love be thy reward. 

But not thy hapless fate the same. 





Without a Stone to mark the Spot. 

TO THYRZA. 

(Set to Music by T. F. Walmisley.) 

ITHOUT a stone to mark the spot, 

And say, what Truth might well have 
said, 
By all, save one, perchance forgot. 
Ah ! wherefore art thou lowly laid ? 

By many a shore and many a sea 

Divided, yet beloved in vain ; 
The past, the future fled to thee. 

To bid us meet — no — ne'er again ! 

Could this have been — a word, a look, 
That softly said, " We part in peace,'* 
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Had taught my bosom how to brook, 
With fainter sighs thy soul's release. 

And didst thou not, since Death for thee 
Prepared a light and pangless dart, 

Once long for him thou ne'er shalt see, 
Who held, and holds thee in his heart ? 

Oh ! who like him had watched thee here ? 

Or sadly mark'd thy glazing eye. 
In that dread hour ere death appear. 

When silent sorrow fears to sigh, 

Till all was past ? But when no more 
Twas thine to reck of human woe, 

Affection's heart-drops, gushing o*er. 
Had flow'd as fast — as now they flow. 

Shall they not flow, when many a day 
In these, to me, deserted towers, 

Ere caird but for a time away, 

Affection's mingling tears were ours ? 
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Ours too the glance none saw beside ; 

The smile none else might understand, 
The whisper'd thought of hearts allied, 

The pressure of the thrilling hand ; 

The kiss, so guiltless and refined. 
That Love each warmer wish forbor^ ; 

Those eyes proclaim'd so pure a mind, 
Even Passion blush'd to plead for more. 

The tone, that taught me to rejoice. 
When prone, unlike thee, to repine ; 

The song, celestial from thy voice. 
But sweet to me from none but thine ; 

The pledge we wore — I wear it still. 

But where is thine ? — Ah ! where art thou ? 

Oft have I borne the weight of ill. 
But never bent beneath till now ! 

Well hast thou left in life's best bloom 

The cup of woe for me to drain. 
If rest alone be in the tomb, 

I would not wish thee here again. 

F 
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But if in worlds more blest than this 
Thy virtues seek a fitter sphere, 

Impart some portioti of thy bliss. 
To wean me from mine anguish here. 

Teach me — too early taught by thee ! 

To bear, forgiving and forgiven ; 
On earth thy love was such to me ; 

It fain would form my hope jn heaven ! 
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The Kiss, dear Maid ! thy Lip has left. 



(Set to Music by H. Phillips.) 




HE kiss, dear maid ! thy lip has left 
Shall never part from mine, 
Till happier hours restore the gift 
Untainted back to thine. 



Thy parting glance, which fondly beams, 

An equal love may see : 
The tear that from thine eyelid streams 

Can weep no change in me. 



I ask no pledge to make me blest 

In gazing when alone ; 
Nor one memorial for a breast, 

Whose thoughts are all thine own. 
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Nor need I write — to tell the tale 

My pen were doubly weak : 
Oh ! what can idle words avail, 

Unless the heart could speak? 

By day or night, in weal or woe. 

That heart, no longer free, 
Must bear the love it cannot show, 

And silent ache for thee. 

Man-k, : 





I ENTER THY GARDEN OF ROSES. 




^QpaioTarr} XdrjSiiy &c. 
^A Greek Melody, arranged by J. Nathan.) , 

ENTER thy garden of roses, 

Beloved and fair Haid^e, 
Each morning where Flora reposes, 
For surely I see her in thee. 
Oh, Lovely ! thus low 1 implore thee. 

Receive this fond truth from my tongue, 
Which utters its song to adore thee, 
Yet trembles for what it has sung ; 
As the branch, at the bidding of Nature, 

Adds fragrance and fruit to the tree. 
Through her eyes, through her every feature, 
Shines the soul of the young Haid^e. 



\ 
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But the loveliest garden grows hateful 

When Love has abandon'd the bowers ; 
Bring me hemlock — since mine is ungrateful, 

That herb is more fragrant than flowers. 
The poison, when pour'd from the chalice, 

Will deeply embitter the bowl ; 
But when drunk to escape from thy malice, 

The draught shall be sweet to my soul. 
Too cruel ! in vain I implore thee 

My heart from these horrors to save : 
Will nought to my bosom restore thee ? 

Then open the gates of the grave. 

As the chief who to combat advances 

Secure of his conquest before. 
Thus thou, with those eyes for thy lances, 

Hast pierced through my heart to its core. 
Ah, tell me, my soul ! must I perish 

By pangs which a smile would dispel ? 
Would the hope, which thou once bad'st me cherish. 

For torture repay me too well ? 
Now sad is the garden of roses. 

Beloved but false Haid^e ! 

There Flora all withered reposes, 

And mourns o'er thine absence with me. 

1811. 



Remember thee! remember thee. 




EMEMBER thee ! remember thee ! 

Till Lethe quench life's burning stream 
Remorse and shame shall cling to thee, 
And haunt thee like a feverish dream ! 



Remember thee ! Ay, doubt it not. 

Thy husband too shall think of thee ! 
By neither shalt thou be forgot, 

TYiovi false to him, \ho\x fiend to me ! 
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One Struggle more, and I am free. 




NE struggle more, and I am free 

From pangs that rend my heart in 
twain ; 
One last long sigh to love and thee, 
Then back to busy life again. 
It suits me well to mingle now 

With things that never pleased before : 
Though every joy is fled below, 

What future grief can touch me more ? 



Then bring me wine, the banquet bring ; 

Man was not form'd to live alone : 
I'll be that light, unmeaning thing 

That smiles with all, and weeps with none. 
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It was not thus in days more dear, 
It never would have been, but thou 

Hast fled, and left me lonely here ; 
Thou^rt nothing — ^all are nothing now. 



In vain my lyre would lightly breathe ! 

The smile that sorrow fain would wear 
But mocks the woe that lurks beneath. 

Like roses o'er a sepulchre. 
Though gay companions o'er the bowl 

Dispel awhile the sense of ill : 
Though pleasure fires the maddening soul, 

The heart, — the heart is lonely still ! 

On many a lone and lovely night 

It sooth'd to gaze upon the sky ; 
For then I deem'd the heavenly liglit 

Shone sweetly on thy pensive eye : 
And oft I thought at Cynthia's noon. 

When sailing o'er the ^gean wave, 
" Now Thyrza gazes on that moon " — 

Alas, it gleam'd upon her grave ! 
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When stretch'd on fever's sleepless bed, 

And sickness shrunk my throbbing veins, 
" 'Tis comfort still," I faintly said, 

" That Thyrza cannot know my pains : " 
Like freedom to the time-worn slave, 

A boon 'tis idle then to give. 
Relenting Nature vainly gave 

My life, when Thyrza ceased to live I 



My Thyrza's pledge in better days. 

When love and life alike were new ! 
How different now thou meef st my gaze ! 

How tinged by time with sorrow's hue ! 
The heart that gave itself with thee 

Is silent — ah, were mine as still ! 
Though cold as e'en the dead can be. 

It feels, it sickens with the chill. 



Thou bitter pledge ! thou mournful token ! 

Though painful, welcome to my breast ! 
Still, still preserve that love unbroken, 

Or break the heart to which thou'rt pressed. 
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Time tempers love, but not remo\'es, 
More hallow'd when its hope is fled : 

Oh ! what are thousand living loves 
To that which cannot quit the deail ? 





I SPEAK NOT, I TRACE NOT, I BREATHE NOT 

THY Name. 




SPEAK not, I trace not, I breathe not 

thy name, 
There is grief in the sound, there is guilt 
in the fame : 
But the tear which now bums on my cheek may 

impart 
The deep thoughts that dwell in that silence of heart. 

Too brief for our passion, too long for our peace, 
Were those hours — can their joy or their bitterness 

cease ? 
We repent, we abjure, we will break from our 

chain, — 
We will part, we will fly to — unite it again ! 



1 
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Oh ! thine be the gladness, and mine be the guilt 1 
Forgive me, adored one ! — forsake, if thou wilt ;— 
But the heart which is thine shall expire un debased. 
And man shall not break it^whatever Ikou mayst. 

And stem to the haughty, but humble to thee, 
This soul, in its bitterest blackness, shall be ; 
And our days seem as swift, and our moments more 

sweet, 
With thee by my side, than with worlds at our feet. 

One sigh of thy sorrow, one look of thy love. 
Shall tiun me or fix, shall reward or reprove ; 
And the heattless may wonder at all I resign — 
Thy lip shall reply, not to them, but to min:. 
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Must thou go, my glorious Chief? 



(from the FRENCH.) 




UST thou go, my glorious Chief, 

Sever'd from thy faithful few ? - 
Who can tell thy warrior's grief, 
Maddening o'er that long adieu ? 
Woman's love, and friendship's zeal, 
Dear as both have been to me — 
What are they to all I feel, 
With a soldier's faith for thee ? 



Idol of the soldier's soul ! 

First in fight, but mightiest now ; 
Many could a world control ; 

Thee alone no doom can bow. 
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By thy side for years I dared 

Death ; and envied those who fell. 

When their dying shout was heard, 
Blessing him they served so well. 



Would that I were cold with those, 

Since this hour I live to see ; 
When the doubts of coward foes 

Scarce dare trust a man with thee. 
Dreading each should set thee free ! 

Oh ! although in dungeons pent, 
All their chains were light to me, 

Gazing on thy soul unbent. 



Would the sycophants of him 

Now so deaf to duty's prayer, 
Were his borrow'd glories dim, 

In his native darkness share ? 
Were that world this hour his own, 

All thou calmly dost resign, 
Could he purchase with that throne 

Hearts like those which still are thine I 
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My chief, my king, my friend, adieu ! 

Never did I droop before ; 
Never to my sovereign sue. 

As his fuies I now implore : 
All I ask is to divide 

Every peril he must brave ; 
Sharing by the hero's side 

His fait, his exile, and his grave. 




Fare thee well. 




A.RE thee well ! and if for ever, 
Still for ever, fare thee well : 
Even though unforgiving, never 
'Gainst thee shall my heart rebel. 



Would that breast were bared before thee 
Where thy head so oft hath lain, 

While that placid sleep came o'er thee 
Which thou ne'er canst know again : 



Would that breast, by thee glanced over, 
Every inmost thought could show ! 

Then thou wouldst at last discover 
Twas not well to spurn it so. 
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But 'tis done — all words are idle — 
Words from me are vainer still ; 

Bnt the thoughts we cannot bridle 
Force their way without the will. 

Fare thee well I thus disunited, 
Tom from eveiy nearer tie, 

Sear'd in heart, and lone, and blighted, 
More than this I scarce can die. 







When all. around grew drear and 

DARK. 




(TO AUGUSTA.) 

HEN all around grew drear and dark, 
And reason half withheld her ray, 
And hope but shed a dying spark 
Which more misled my lonely way ; 



In that deep midnight of the mind. 
And that internal strife of heart, 

When dreading to be deem'd too kind. 
The weak despair — the cold depart ; 

When fortune changed, and love fled far. 
And hatred's shafts flew thick and fast, 
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Thou wert the solitary star 

Which rose and set not to the last. 



Oh ! blest be thine unbroken light, 
That watch'd me as a seraph's eye, 

And stood between me and the night. 
For ever shining sweetly nigh. 

And when the cloud upon us came. 
Which strove to blacken o'er thy ray — 

Then purer spread its gentle flame, 
And dash'd the darkness all away. 

Still may thy spirit dwell on mine, 

And teach it what to brave or brook — 

There's more in one soft word of thine 
Than in the world's defied rebuke. 



Thou stood'st, as stands a lovely tree, 
That still unbroke, though gently bent. 

Still waves with fond fidelity 
Its boughs above a monument. 
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The winds might rend, the skies might pour, 
But there thou wert — and still wouldst be 

Devoted in the stormiest hour 
To shed thy weeping leaves o'er me. 

But thou and thine shall know no blight, 

Whatever fate on me may fall ; 
For heaven in sunshine will requite 

The kind — and thee the most of all. 

Then let the ties of baffled love 
Be broken — thine will never break ; 

Thy heart can feel, but will not move ; 
Thy soul, though soft, will never shake. 

And these, when all was lost beside, 
Were found and still are fix'd in thee ; — 

And bearing still a breast so tried, 
Earth is no desert — ev'n to me. 
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Bright be the Place of thy Soul. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 




RIGHT be the place of thy soul ! 
No lovelier spirit than thine 
E'er burst from its mortal control, 
In the orbs of the blessed to shine. 



On earth thou wert all but divine. 
As thy soul shall immortally be ; 

And our sorrow may cease to repine 
When we know that thy God is with thee. 

Light be the turf of thy tomb ! 

May its verdure like emeralds be ! 
There should not be the shadow of gloom 

In aught that reminds us of thee. 



BYRO\''s soxas. 

Young flowers and an evergreen tree 
May spring from the spot of thy rest; 

But nor cypress nor yew let us see ; 

For why should we mourn for the blest ? 





They say that Hope is Happiness. 




^HEY say that Hope is happiness ; 

But genuine Love must prize the past, 
And Memory wakes the thoughts that 
bless : 
They rose the first — they set the last ; 



And all that Memory loves the most 
Was once our holy Hope to be, 

And all that Hope adored and lost 
Hath melted into Memory. 

Alas ! it is delusion all : 

The future cheats us from afar, 
Nor can we be what we recall, 

Nor dare we think on what we are. 
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Song for the Luddites. 




S the Liberty lads o'er the sea 

Bought their freedom, and cheaply, with 
blood, 
So we, boys, we 
Will die fighting, or live free. 
And down with all kings but King Ludd ! 



When the web that we weave is complete. 
And the shuttle exchanged for the sword. 

We will fling the winding sheet 

O'er the despot at our feet, 
And dye it deep in the gore he has pour'd. 
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Though black as his heart its hue, 
Since his veins are corrupted to mud, 
Yet this is the dew 
Which the tree shall renew 
Of Liberty, planted by Ludd ! 



December, 1816, 
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The first Kiss of Love. 

'a fiappiTOQ Si xopSaic 

'Epwra fiovvov j/x"* — Anacreon. 

WAY with your fictions of flimsy romance ; 
Those tissues of falsehood which folly 
has wove ! 
Give me the mild beam of the soul- 
breathing glance, 
Or the rapture which dwells on the first kiss of love. 

Ye rhymers, whose bosoms with phantasy glow. 
Whose pastoral passions are made for the grove ; 

From what blest inspiration your sonnets would flow. 
Could you ever have tasted the first kiss of love ! 




i 
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If Apollo should e'er his assistance refuse, 

Or the Nine be disposed from your service to rove, 

Invoke them no more, bid adieu to the muse, 
And try the effect of the first kiss of love. 

I hate you, ye cold compositions of art ! 

Though prudes may condemn me, and bigots 
reprove, 
I court the effusions that spring from the heart. 

Which throbs with delight to the first kiss of love. 

Your shepherds, your flocks, those fantastical themes, 
Perhaps may amuse, yet they never can move : 

Arcadia displays but a region of dreams : 

What are visions like these to the first kiss of love ? 

Oh ! cease to affirm that man, since his birth, 

From Adam till now, has with wretchedness strove, 

Some portion of Paradise still is, on earth. 
And Eden revives in the first kiss of love. 

When age chills the blood, when our pleasures are 
past — 

For years fleet away with the wings of the dove^ — 
The dearest remembrance will still be the last. 

Our sweetest memorial the first kiss of love. 




Oh! when shall the Grave hide for 

EVER MY Sorrow. 




(to CAROLINE.) 

H ! when shall the grave hide for ever my 
sorrow ? 
Oh ! when shall my soul wing her 
flight from this clay ? 
The present is hell, and the coming to-morrow 
But brings, with new torture, the curse of to-day. 

From my eye flows no tear, from my lips flow no 
curses, 

I blast not the fiends who have huiVd me from bliss ; 
For poor is the soul which bewailing rehearses 

Its querulous grief, when in anguish like this. 
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Was my eye, 'stead of tears, with red fury flakes 
bright'ning, 
Would my lips breathe a flame which no stream 
could assuage, 
On our foes should my glance launch in vengeance its 
lightning, 
With transport my tongue give a loose to its rage. 

But now tears and curses, alike unavailing, 
Would add to the souls of our tyrants delight ; 

Could they view us our sad separation bewailing. 
Their merciless hearts would rejoice at the sight. 

Yet still, though we bend with a feigned resignation, 
Life beams not for us with one ray that can cheer ; 

Love and hope upon earth bring no more consola- 
tion; 
In the grave is our hope, for in life is our fear. 

Oh ! when, my adored, in the tomb will they place 

me. 

Since, in life, love and friendship for ever are fled ? 

If again in the mansion of death I. embrace thee, 

Perhaps they will leave unmolested the dead. 

1805. 



Ye Scenes of my Childhood, whose 
LOVED Recollection. 



" Oh ! mihi praeteritos referat si Jupiter anncs." — ^ViRG. 

E scenes of my childhood, whose loved re- 
collection 
Embitters the present, compared with 
the past ; 

Where science first dawn'd on the powers of re- 
flection, 
And friendships were form'd, too romantic to last ; 




Where fancy yet joys to trace the resemblance 
Of comrades, in friendship and mischief allied ; 

How welcome to me your ne'er-fading remembrance, 
Which rests in the bosom, though hope is denied 1 

H 
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Again I revisit the hills where we sported, 

The streams where we swam, and the fields where 
we fought ; 
The school where, loud wam'd by the bell, we 
resorted. 
To pore o'er the precepts by pedagogues taught. 

Again I behold where for hours I have ponder'd, 
As reclining, at eve, on yon tombstone I lay ; 

Or round the steep brow of the churchyard I 
wandered. 
To catch the last gleam of the- sun's setting ray. 

I once more view the room, with spectators sur- 
rounded. 
Where, as Zanga, I trod on Alonzo overthrown ; 
While, to swell my young pride, such applauses re- 
sounded, 
I fancied .that Mossop himself was outshone : 

Or, as Lear, I pour'd forth the deep imprecation. 
By my daughters of kingdom and reason deprived ; 

Till, fired by loud plaudits and self-adulation', 
I regarded myself as a Garrick revived. 
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Ye dreams of iwy boyhood, how much I regret you ! 

Unfaded your memory dwells in my breast; 
Though sad and deserted, I ne'er can forget you : 

Your pleasures may still be in fancy possest. 

To Ida full oft may remembrance restore me. 
While fate shall the shades of the future iinroll ! 

Since darkness o'ershadows the prospect before me, 
More dear is the beam of the past to my soul ! 

But if, through the course of the years which await 
me. 
Some new scene of pleasure should open to view, 
I will say, while with rapture the thought shall elate 

" Oh ! such were the days which my infancy knew." 
1S06. 





When I dream that you love me. 




(to m. s. g,) 

HEN I dream that you love me, you'll 
surely forgive ; 
Extend not your anger to sleep ; 
For in visions alone your affection can 
live, — 
I rise, and it leaves me to weep. 

Then, Morpheus ! envelope my faculties fast. 

Shed o'er me your languor benign ; 
Should the dream of to-night but resemble the last, 

* 

What rapture celestial is mine ! 

They tell us that slumber, the sister of death, 
Mortality's emblem is given ; 



BYRON'S SONGS. loi 

To fate how I long to resign my frail breath, 
If this be a foretaste of heaven ! 

Ah ! frown not, sweet lady, unbend your soft brow, 

Nor deem me too happy in this ; 
If I sin in my dream, I atone for it now. 

Thus doomed but to gaze upon bliss. 

Though in visions, sweet lady, perhaps you may 
smile. 

Oh ! think not my penance deficient ! 
When dreams of your presence my slumbers beguile. 

To awake will be torture sufficient. 





This faint Resemblance of thy Charms. 



(TO MARY.) 




HIS faint resemblance of thy charms, 

Though strong as mortal art could give, 
My constant heart of fear disarms, 
Revives my hopes, and bids me live. 

Here I can trace the locks of gold 

Which round thy snowy forehead wave. 

The cheeks which sprung from beauty's mould, 
The lips which made me beauty's slave. 

* 

Here I can trace — ah, no ! that eye, 

Whose azure floats in liquid fire. 
Must all the painter's art defy. 

And bid him from the task retire. 
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Here I behold its beauteous hue ; 

But Where's the beam so sweetly straying, 
Which gave a lustre to its blue, 

Like I^una o'er the ocean playing ? 

Sweet copy ! far more dear to me, 

Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art, 
Than all the living forms could be. 

Save her who placed thee next my heart. 

She placed it, sad, with needless fear. 
Lest time might shake my wavering soul. 

Unconscious that her image there 
Held every sense in fast control. 

Through hours, through years, through time, 'twill 
cheer ; 

My hope in gloomy moments raise ; 
In life's last conflict 'twill appear, 

And meet my fond expiring gaze. 




Lesbia! since far from you I've ranged. 



(to lesbia.) 




ESBIA ! since far from you I've ranged, 
Our souls with fond affection glow 
not; 
You say 'tis I, not you, have changed, 
I'd tell you why, — but yet I know not. 



Your polish'd brow no cares have crost ; 

And, Lesbia ! we are not much older 
Since, trembling, first my heart I lost, 

Or told my love, with hope grown bolder. 



Sixteen was then our utmost age. 

Two years have lingering passed away, love ! 
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And now new thoughts our minds engage, 
At least I feel disposed to stray, love ! 

*Tis I that am alone to blame, 

I, that am guilty of love's treason ; 
Since your sweet breast is still the same, 

Caprice must be my only reason. 

I do not, love ! suspect your truth, 
With jealous doubt my bosom heaves not ; 

Warm was the passion of my youth. 
One trace of dark deceit it leaves not. 

No, no, my flame was not pretended ; 

For, oh ! I loved you most sincerely ; 
And — though our dream at last is ended — 

My bosom still esteems you dearly. 

No more we meet in yonder bowers ; 

Absence has made me prone to roving ; 
But older, firmer hearts than ours. 

Have found monotony in loving. 
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Your cheek's soft bloom is unirapair'd. 
New beauties still are daily bright'ning, 

Your eye for conquest beams prepared, 
The forge of love's resistless lightning. 

Arm'd thus, to make their bosoms bleed, 
Many will throng to sigh like me, love ! 

More constant they may prove, indeed ; 
Fonder, alas ! they ne'er can be, love ! 





My Boat is on the Shore. 



(to THOMAS MOORR.) 




Y boat is on the shore, 

And my bark is on tlie sea ; 
But, before I go, Tom Moore, 
Hiere's a double health to thee ! 



Here's a sigh to those who love me, 
And a smile to those who hate ; 

And, whatever sky's above me, 
Here's a heart for every fate. 



Though the ocean roar around me, 
Yet it still shall bear me on ; 

Though a desert should surround me, 
It hath springs that may be won. , 
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Were 't the last drop in the well, 
As I gasp'd upon the brink, 

Ere my fainting spirit fell, 

'Tis to thee that I would drink. 

With that water, as this wine. 

The libation I would pour 
Should be — Peace with thine and mioe. 

And a health to thee, Tom Moore. 




When fierce conflicting Passions urge. 



('Epwr«c vTTip fiiv dyav, kt.\. — Euripides^ Medea.) 




HEN fierce conflicting passions urge 

The breast where love is wont to glow, 
What mind can stem the stormy surge 
Which rolls the tide of human woe ? 
The hope of praise, the dread of shame, 

Can rouse the tortured breast no more ; 
The wild desire, the guilty flame, 
Absorbs each wish it felt before. 



But if affection gently thrills 

The soul by purer dreams possest. 

The pleasing balm of mortal ills 

In love can soothe the aching breast : 
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If thus thou comest in disguise, 

Fair Venus ! from thy native heaven, 

What heart unfeeling would despise 

The sweetest boon the gods have given ? 

But never from thy golden bow 
May I beneath the shaft expire ! 

Whose creeping venom, sure and slow, 
Awakes an all-consuming fire : 

Ye racking doubts ! ye jealous fears ! 
With others wage internal war ; 

Repentance, source of future tears, 
• From me be ever distant far ! 

May no distracting thoughts destroy 

The holy calm of sacred love ! 
May all the hours be wing'd with joy. 

Which hover faithful hearts above ! 
Fair Venus ! on thy myrtle shrine 

May I with some fond lover sigh. 
Whose heart may mingle pure with mine — 

With me to live, with me to die ! 

My native soil ! beloved before, 
Now dearer as my peaceful home. 
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Ne'er may I quit thy rocky shore, 
A hapless banish'd wretch to roam ! 

This very day, this very hour, 
May I resign this fleeting breath ! 

Nor quit my silent humble bower ; 
A doom to me far worse than death. 

Have I not heard the exile's sigh, 

And seen the exile's silent tear. 
Through distant climes condemn'd to fly, 

A pensive weary wanderer here ? 
Ah ! hapless dame ! no sire bewails, 

No friend thy wretched fate deplores. 
No kindred voice with rapture hails 

Thy steps within a stranger's doors. 

Perish the fiend whose iron heart. 

To fair affection's truth unknown, 
Bids her he fondly loved depart, 

Unpitied, helpless, and alone ; 
Who ne'er unlocks with silver key 

The milder treasures of his soul, — 
May such a friend be far from me. 

And ocean's storms between us roll ! 



This Band, which bound thy yellow * 

HAIR. 




HIS Band, which bound thy yellow hair, 
. Is mine, sweet girl ! thy pledge of love ; 
It claims my warmest, dearest care, 
Like relics left of saints above. 



Oh ! I will wear it next my heart ; 

Twill bind my soul in bonds to thee 
From me again 'twill ne'er depart. 

But mingle in the grave with me. 

The dew I gather from thy lip 
Is not so dear to me as this ; 

That I but for a moment sip. 
And banquet on a transient bliss : 



BYRON'S SONGS. 113 

This will recall each youthful scene, 
E'en when our lives are on the wane ; 

The leaves of Love will still be green 
When Memory bids them bud again. 

Oh ! little lock of golden hue, 

In gently waving ringlet curl'd, 
By the dear head on which you grew, 

I would not lose you for a world. 

Not though a thousand more adorn 
The polish'd brow where once you shone, 

Like rays which gild a cloudless mom. 
Beneath Columbia's fervid zone. 

1806. [First published, 1832.] 
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Oh! had my Fate been join'd with 

THINE. 




(to a lady.) 

H ! had my fate been joined with thine. 

As once this pledge appear'd a token , 
These follies had not then been mine, 
For then my peace had not been broken, 



To thee these early faults I owe. 

To thee, the wise and old reproving : 

They know my sins, but do not know 
Twas thine to break the bonds of loving. 

For once, my soul, like thifie, was pure. 
And all its rising fires could smother ; 
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But now tliy vows no more endure, 
Bestow'd by thee upon another ; 

Perhaps his peace I could destroy, 
And spoil the blisses that await him ; 

Yet let my rival smile in joy, 

For thy dear sake I cannot hate him. 

Ah ! since thy angel form is gone, 
My heart no more can rest with any ; 

But what it sought in thee alone, 
Attempts, alas ! to find in many. 

• 

Then fare thee well, deceitful maid ! 

Twere vain and fruitless to regret thee ; 
Nor hope nor memory yield their aid. 

But pride may teach me to forget thee. 

Yet all this giddy waste of years. 
This tiresome round of palling pleasures ; 

These varied loves, these matron's fears, 

These thoughtless strains to passion's measure. 
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If thou wert mine, had all been hush*d : — 
This cheek, now pale from early riot. 

With passion's hectic ne'er had flushed. 
But bloom'd in calm domestic quiet. 

Yes, once the rural scene was sweet, 

For Nature seem'd to smile before thee ; 

And once my breast abhorred deceit, — 
For then it beat but to adore thee. 

But now I seek for other joys : 

To think would drive my soul to madness ; 
In thoughtless throngs and empty noise 

I conquer half my bosom's sadness* 

Yet, even in these a thought will steal 
In spite of every vain endeavour, — 

And fiends might pity what I feel, — 
To know that thou art lost for ever. 




Oh, Anne, your Offences to me have 

BEEN grievous. 




(to ANNE.) 

H, Anne, your offences to me have been 
grievous : 
I thought from my wrath no atonement 
could save you : 
But woman is made to command and deceive us — 
I looked in your face, and I almost forgave you. 

I vow'd I could ne'er for a moment respect you, 
Yet thought that a day's separation was long; 

When we met, I determined again to suspect you — 
Your smile soon convinced mef suspicion was wrong. 
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I swore, in a transport of young indignation, 
With fervent contempt evermore to disdain you ; 

I saw you — my anger became admiration j 

And now, all my wish, all my hope 's to regain you. 

With beauty like yours, oh, how vain the contention ! 

Thus lowly I sue for forgiveness before you ; 
At once to conclude such a fruitless dissension, 

Be false, my sweet Anne, when I cease to adore 



you! 



Jamiary l6, 1807. 
[First published, 1832]. 
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Ah! heedless Girl! why thus disclose. 




H ! heedless girl I why thus disclose 
What ne'er was meant for other ears ; 
Why thus destroy thine own repose 
And dig the source of future tears ? 



Oh, thou wilt weep, imprudent maid, 
While lurking envious foes will smile, 

For all the follies thou hast said 
Of those who spoke but to beguile. 

Vain girl I thy ling'ring woes are nigh, 
If thou believ*st what striplings say : 

Oh, from the deep temptation fly, 
Nor fall the specious spoiler's prey. 
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Dost thou repeat, in childish boast, 
The words man utters to deceive ? 

Thy peace, thy hope, thy all is lost, 
If thou canst venture to believe. 

While now amongst thy female peers 
Thou tell'st again the soothing tale, 

Canst thou not mark the rising sneers 
Duplicity in vain would veil ? 

These tales in secret silence hush. 
Nor make thyself the public gaze : 

What modest maid without a blush 
Recounts a flattering coxcomb's praise ? 

Will not the laughing boy despise 
Her who relates each fond conceit — 

Who, thinking Heaven is in her eyes, 
Yet cannot see the slight deceit ? 

For she who takes a soft delight 
These amorous nothings in revealing, 

Must credit all we say or write. 
While vanity prevents concealing. 
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Cease, if you prize your beauty's reign ! 

No jealousy bids me reprove ( 
One, who is thus from nature vain, 

I pity, but I cannot love. 



January 15, 1807. 
[First pnblishtd, 1832.] 
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In oxe who p'elt as once he felt. 



(on finding a fan.) 




N one who felt as once he felt, 

This might, perhaps, have fann'd the 
flame ; 
But now his heart no more will melt, 
Because that heart is not the same. 



As when the ebbing flames are low. 

The aid which once improved their light. 

And bade them burn with fiercer glow, 
Now quenches all their blaze in night. 



Thus has it been with passion's fires— 
As many a boy and girl remembers 
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\Vhile every hope of love expires, 
Extinguish'*! with the dying embers. 

Tix first, though not a spark survive, 
Some careful hand may teach to bum ; 

The iast, alas ! can ne'er survive ; 
No touch can bid its warmth return. 

Or, if it chance to wake again, 

Not always doora'd its heat to smother, 
It sheds (so wayward fates ordain) 

Its former warmth around another. 



[Firet published, 1831.] 





Farewell to the Muse. 



im»g HOU Power ! who hast ruled me through 
'^^ '^0 infancy's days, 

'^ Young offspring of fancy, *tis time we 
should part ; 
Then rise on the gale this the last of my lays, 

The coldest effusion which springs from my heart. 



This bosom, responsive to rapture no more. 

Shall hush thy wild notes, nor implore thee to sing ; 

The feelings of childhood, which taught thee to soar, 
Are wafted far distant on Apathy's wing. 

Though simple the themes of my rude flowing Lyre, 
Yet even these themes are departed for ever ; 
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.No more beam the eyes which my dream could 
inspire, 
My visions are flown, to return, — alas ! never. 

V 

When drained is the nectar which gladdens the bowl, 
How vain is the effort delight to prolong ! 

When cold is the beauty which dwelt in my soul, 
What magic of Fancy can lengthen my song ? 

Can the lips sing of Love in the desert alone, 

Of kisses and smiles which they now must resign ? 

Or dwell with delight on the hours that are flown ? 
Ah, no ! for those hours can no longer be mine. 

Can they speak of the friends that I lived but to love ? 

Ah, surely affection ennobles the strain ! 
But how can my numbers in sympathy move. 

When I scarcely can hope to behold them again ? 

Can I sing of the deeds which my Fathers have done, 
And raise my loud harp to the fame of my Sires ? 

For glories like theirs, oh, how faint is my tone ! 
For Heroes* exploits how unequal my fires ! 
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Untouched then, my Lyre shall reply to the blast — 
Tis hush*d ; and my feeble endeavours are o'er ; 

And those who have heard it will pardon the past, 
Wlien they know that its murmurs shall vibrate no 
more. 

And soon shall its wild erring notes be forgot, 
Since early aflfection and love are o'ercast : 

Oh ! blest had my fate been, and happy my lot. 
Had the first strain of love been the dearest, the 
last. 

Farewell, my young Muse ! since we now can ne'er 
meet ; 

If our songs have been languid, they surely are few ; 
Let us hope that the present at least will be sweet — 

The present — ^which seals our eternal Adieu. 

1807. [First published, 1832.] 
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Oh, say not, sweet Anne, that the 
Fates have decreed. 

(to amne.) 



H, say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates 
have decreed 
The heart which adores you should 
wish to dissever ; 
Such fates were to me most unkind ones indeed — 
To bear me from love and from beauty for ever. 




Your frowns, lovely girl, are the Fates which alone 
Could bid me from fond admiration refrain ; 

By these, every hope, every wish were overthrown. 
Till smiles should restore me to rapture again. 
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As the ivy and oak, in the forest entwined, 
The rage of the tempest united must weather ; 

My love and my life were by nature design'd 
To flourish alike, or to perish together, 



Then say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have decreed 
Your lover should bid you a lasting adieu ; 

Till Fate can ordain that his bosom shall bleed. 
His soul, his existence, are centred in you. 

1807. [Firet published, 1833.] 
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Here once engaged the Stranger's 

View. 

(on revisiting harrow.) 




ERE once engaged the stranger's view, 
Young Friendship's record simply traced ; 

Few were her words, but yet, though few, 
Resentment's hand the line defaced. 



Deeply she cut — ^but not erased. 
The characters were still so plain. 

That Friendship once retum'd, and gazed- 
Till Memory hail'd the words again. 



Repentance placed them as before ; 
Forgiveness join'd her gentle name ; 

K 
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So fair the inscription seem'd once more, 
That Friendship thought it still the same. 

Thus might the record now have been ; 

But, ah, in spite of Hope's endeavour. 
Or Friendship's tears. Pride rush'd between, 

And blotted out the line for ever. 





Those flaxen Locks, those Eyes of 

BLUE. 




(to my son.) 

HOSE flaxen locks, those eyes of blue, 
Bright as thy mother's in their hue ; 
Those rosy lips, whose dimples play 
And smile to steal the heart away, 
Recall a scene of former joy, 
And touch thy father's heart, my Boy ! 

And thou canst lisp a father's name — 
Ah, William, were thine own the same, — 
No self-reproach — but, let me cease — 
My care for thee shall purchase peace ; 
Thy mother's shade shall smile in joy. 
And pardon all the past, my Boy ! 
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Her lowly grave the turf has prest, 

And thou hast known a stranger's breast ; 

Derision sneers upon ihy birth, 

And yields thee scarce a name on earth ; 

Yet shall not these one hope destroy — 

A Father's heart is thine, my Boy ! 

Why, let the world unfeeling frown, 
Must I fond Nature's claim disown ? 
Ah, no — though moralists reprove, 
I hail thee, dearest child of love, 
Fair cherub, pledge of youth and joy — 
A Father guards thy birth, my Boy ! 

Oh, 'twill be sweet in thee to trace, 
Ere age has wrinkled o'er my face. 
Ere half my glass of life is run, 
At once a brother and a son ; 
And all my wane of years employ 
In justice done to thee, my Boy ! 

Although so young thy heedless sire, 
Youth will not damp parental fire ; 
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And, wert thou still less dear to me, 
While Helen's fonii revives in thee, 
The breast, which beat to former joy. 
Will ne'er desert its pledge, my Boy ! 

1807, [First published, 1830.J 




When we two parted. 



(Set to Alusic by J. Nathan and H. H. Pierson.) 




HEN we two parted 

In silence and tears, 
Half broken-hearted 

To sever for years, 
Pale grew thy cheek and cold. 

Colder thy kiss ; 
Truly that hour foretold 

Sorrow to this. 



The dew of the morning 

Sunk chill on my brow- 
It felt like the warning 
Of what I feel now. 
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Thy vows are all broken. 

And light is thy fame : 
I hear thy name spoken, 

And share in its shame. 

They name thee before me, 

A knell to mine ear ; 
A shudder comes o'er me — 

Why wert thou so dear? 
They know not I knew thee, 

Who knew thee too well : — 
Long, long shall I rue thee. 

Too deeply to tell. 

In secret we met — 

In silence I grieve, 
That thy heart could forget. 

Thy spirit deceive. 
If I should meet thee 

After long years. 

How should I greet thee ? — 

With silence and tears. 

1808. 
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Well! thou art happy. 

(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

ELL ! thou art happy, and I feel 
That I should thus be happy too 
For still my heart regards thy weal 
Warmly, as it was wont to do. 



Thy husband's blest — ^and 'twill impart 
Some pangs to view his happier lot : 

But let them pass — Oh ! how my heart 
Would hate him if he loved thee not ! 

When late I sa.w thy favourite child, 

I thought my jealous heart would break ; 

But when the unconscious infant smiled, 
I kiss'd it for its mother's sake. 



BYRON'S SONGS. 137 

I kiss'd it, — and repress'd my sighs 

Its father in its face to see : 
But then it had its mother's eyes, 

And they were all to love and me. 

Mary, adieu ! I must away : 
While thou art blest I'll not repine ; 

But near thee I can never stay ; 
My heart would soon again be thine. 

I deem'd that time, I deem'd that pride, 
Had quench'd at length my boyish flame ; 

Nor knew, till seated by thy side. 
My heart in all — save hope — the same. 

Yet was I calm : I knew the time 

My breast would thrill before thy look ; 

But now to tremble were a crime — 
We met, — and not a nerve was shook. 

I saw thee gaze upon my face. 

Yet meet with no confusion there : 
One only feeling could'st thou trace ; 

The sullen calmness of despair. 
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Away ! away ! my early dream 
Remembrance never must awake ; 

Oh ! where is Lethe's fabled stream ? 
My foolish beart, be still, or break. 
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When Man, expell'd from Eden's 

Bowers. 

(on being asked his reason for quitting ENGLAND IN 

THE SPRING.) 




HEN Man, expeird from Eden's bowers, ' 
A moment lingered near the gate, 
Each scene recalFd the vanish'd hours. 
And bade him curse his future fate. 



But, wandering on through distant climes. 
He learnt to bear his load of grief; 

Just gave a sigh to other times. 
And found in busier scenes relief. 

Thus, lady ! will it be with me. 
And I must view thy charms no more ; 



I 
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When thus reclining on my breast, 

Those eyes threw back a glance so sweet, 
As half reproach'd yet raised desire, 
And still we near and nearer prest, 
And still our glowing lips would meet, 
As if in kisses to expire. 

And then those pensive eyes would close, 
And bid their lids each other seek, 
VeiHng the azure orbs below ; 
While their long lashes* darkened gloss 
Seem'd stealing o'er thy brilliant cheek. 
Like raven's plumage smooth'd on snow. 

I dreamt last night our love returned, 
And, sooth to say, that very dream 
Was sweeter in its phantasy, 
Than if for other hearts I bum'd. 

For eyes that ne'er like thine could beam 
In rapture's wild reality. 

Then tell me not, remind me not. 
Of hours which, though fgr ever gone, 
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Can still a pleasing dream restore, 
Till thou and I shall be forgot, 
And senseless, as the mouldering stone 
Which tells that we shall be no more. 




There was a Time, I need not name. 

INHERE was a time, I need not name, 
Since it will ne'er forgotten be, 
' When all our feelings were the same 
As still my soul hath been to thee. 

And from that hour when first thy tongue 
Confess'd a love which equall'd mine. 

Though many a grief my heart hath wrung, 
Unknown, and thus unfelt, by thine. 



None, none hath sunk so deep as this— 
To think how all that love hath flown ; 

Transient as every faithless kiss, 
But transient in thy breast alone. 
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And yet ray heart some solace kne«', 
When late I heard thy lips declare, 

In accents once imagined true, 

Remembrance of the days that were. 

Yes ! my adored, yet most unkind ! 

Though thou wilt never love again. 
To me 'tis doubly sweet to find 

Remembrance of that love remain. 

Yes ! 'tis a glorious thought to me, 
Nor longer shall my soul repine, 

Whate'er thou art or e'er shalt be, 
Thou hast been dearly, solely mine. 




And wilt thou weep when I am low r 




ND wilt thou weep when I am low ? 

Sweet lady ! speak those words again : 
I Yet if they grieve thee, say not so — 
I would not give that bosom pain. 



My heart is sad, my hopes are gone. 

My blood runs coldly through my breast ; 

And when I perish, thou alone 
Wilt sigh above my place of rest. 

And yet, methinks, a gleam of peace 

Doth through my cloud of anguish shine : 

And for a while my sorrows cease, 
To know thy heart hath felt for mine. 
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Oh lady ! blessed be that tear — 
It lalls for one who cannot weep ; 

Such precious drops are doubly dear 
To those whose eyes no tear may steep. 

Sweet lady ! once my heart was warm 
With every feehng soft as thine ; 

But beauty's self hath ceased to charm 
A wretch created to repine. 

Yet wilt thou weep when I am low ? 

Sweet lady I speak those words agam : 
Yet if they grieve thee, say 'not so— 

I would not give that bosom pain. 





Fill the Goblet again. 

A SONG. 

ILL the goblet again I for I never before 
Felt the glow which now gladdens my 

heart to its core ; 
Let us drink ! — who would not ? — since, 
through lifers varied round, 
In the goblet alone no deception is found. 




I have tried in its turn all that life can supply, 

I have bask'd in the beam of a dark rolling eye ; 

I have loved ! — who has not ? — but what heart can 

declare 
That pleasure existed while passion was there ? 
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In the days of my youth, when the heart's in its 

spring, 
And dreams that affection can never take wing, 
I had friends ! — who has not ? — but what tongue will 

avow, 
That friends, rosy wine ! are so faithful as thou ? 

The heart of a mistress some boy may estrange, 
Friendship shifts with the sunbeam — thou never canst 

change ; 
Thou grow^st old — who does not ? — but on earth what 

appears, 
Whose virtues, like thine, still increase with its years ? 

Yet if blest to the utmost that love can bestow. 

Should a rival bow down to our idol below. 

We are jealous ! — who's not ? — thou hast no such 

alloy; 
For the more that enjoy thee, the more we enjoy. 

Then the season of youth and its vanities past. 
For refuge we fly to the goblet at last ; 
There we find — do we not ? — in the flow of the soul, 
That truth, as of yore, is confined to the bowl. 
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When the box of Pandora was opened on earth. 

And Misery's triumph commenced over Mirth, 

Hope was left, — was she not ? — but the goblet we 

kiss, 
And care not for Hope, who are certain of bliss. 

Long life to the grape ! for when summer is flown. 
The age of our nectar shall gladden our own ; 
We must die — ^who shall not ? — May our sins be for- 
given. 
And Hebe shall never be idle in heaven. 




Oh Lady! when I left the Shore. 




H Lady ! when I left the shore, 

The distant shore which gave me birth, 
I hardly thought to grieve once more 
To quit another spot on earth : 



Yet here, amidst this barren isle. 

Where panting Nature droops the head, 

Where only thou art seen to smile, 
I view my parting hour with dread. 

Though far from Albin's craggy shore. 
Divided by the dark-blue main ; 

A few, brief, rolling seasons o*er. 
Perchance I view her cliffs again : 






1 
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But wheresoever I now may roam, 

Through scorching chme, and varied sea, 

Though Time restore me to my home, 
I ne^er shall bend mine eves on thee : 

On thee, in whom at once conspire 
All charms which heedless hearts can move. 

Whom but to see is to admire, 

And, oh ! forgive the word — to love. 

Forgive the word, in one who ne'er 
With such a w^ord can more offend ; 

And since thy heart I cannot share, 
Beheve me, what I am, thy friend. 

And who so cold as look on thee, 
Thou lovely wand'rer, and be less ? 

Nor be, what man should ever be, 
The friend of Beauty in distress ? 

Ah ! who would think that form had past 
Through Danger's most destructive path, 

Had braved the death-wing'd tempest's blast, 
And 'scaped a tyrant's fiercer wrath ? 
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Lady ! when I shall view the walls 

Where free Byzantium once arose, 
And Stamboul's Oriental halls 

The Turkish tyrants now enclose ; 

Though mightiest in the lists of fame, 

That glorious city still shall be ; 
On me 'twill hold a dearer claim, 

As spot of thy nativity : 

And though I bid thee now farewell, 
When I behold that wondrous scene. 

Since where thou art I may not dwell, 
'Twill soothe to be where thou hast been. 

September, 1809. 




i 



If, in the Month of dark December. 




F, in the month of dark December, 
Leander, who was nightly wont 
(What maid will not the tale remember ?) 
To cross thy stream, broad Hellespont ! 



If, when the wintry tempest roar'd, 
He sped to Hero, nothing loth. 

And thus of old thy current pour VI, 
Fair Venus ! how I pity both I 



For me, degenerate modern wretch. 
Though in the genial month of May, 

My dripping limbs I faintly stretch, 
And think I've done a feat to-day. 
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But since he cross'd the rapid tide. 

According to the doubtful story, 
To woo, — and — Lord knows what beside. 

And swam for Love, as I for Glory ; 

'Twere hard to say who fared the best : 
Sad mortals ! thus the gods'still plague you ! 

He lost his labour, I my jest ; 
For he was drown'd, and I've the ague. 

J/nj' 9, iSio. 




Sons of the Greeks, arise I 



AsoTi TiuSt^ TiLv 'EXktivmv. 




ONS of the Greeks, arise ! 

The glorious hour's gone forth. 
And, worthy of such ties. 
Display who gave us birth. 



CHORUS. 

Sons of Greeks ! let us go 
In arms against the foe, 
Till their hated blood shall flow 
In a river past our feet. 

Then manfully despising 
The Turkish tyrant's yoke, 
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Let your country see you rising, 

And all her chains are broke. 
Brave shades of chiefs and sages, 

Behold the coming strife ! 
Hellenes of past ages, 

Oh, start again to life ! 
At the sound of my trumpet, breaking 

Your sleep, oh, join with me ! 
And the seven-hill'd city seeking, 

Fight, conquer, till we 're free. 

Sons of Greeks, &c. 

Sparta, Sparta, why in slumbers 

Lethargic dost thou lie ? 
Awake, and join thy numbers 

With Athens, old ally ! 
Leonidas recalling, 

That chief of ancient song. 
Who saved ye once from falling, 

The terrible ! the strong ! 
Who made that bold diversion 

In old Thermopylae, 
And warring with the Persian 

To keep his country free ; 



:>! 
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With his three hundred waging 

The batde, long he stood, 
And like a Hon raging. 

Expired in seas of blood. 

Sons of Greeks, &c. 




Away, away, ye Notes of Woe I 




WAY, away, ye notes of woe ! 

Be silent, thou once soothing strain. 
Or I must flee from hence — for, oh ! 
I dare not trust those sounds again. 
To me they speak of brighter days — 
But lull the chords, for now, alas I 
I must not think, I may not gaze 
On what I am — on what I was. 



The voice that made those sounds more sweet 
Is hush'd, and all their charms are fled ; 

And now their softest notes repeat 
A dirge, an anthem o*er the dead ! 
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Yes, Thyrza ! yes, they breathe of thee, 
Beloved dust ! since dust thou art ; 

And all that once was harmony 
Is worse than discord to my heart ! 

'Tis silent all ! — but on my ear 

The well-remember*d echoes thrill ; 
I hear a voice I would not hear, 

A voice that now might well be still : 
Yet oft my doubting soul 'twill shake ; 

Even slumber owns its gentle tone, 
Till consciousness will vainly wake 

To listen, though the dream be flown. 

Sweet Thyrza ! waking as in sleep, 

Thou art but now a lovely dream : 
A star that trembled o'er the deep, 
—Then tum'd from earth its tender beam. 
But he who through life's dreary way 

Must pass, when heaven is veil'd in wrath, 
Will long lament the vanish'd ray 

That scattered gladness o'er his path. 

December 6, i8ii. 



When Time, or soon or late, shall 

BRING. 
(euthanasia.) 



HEN Time, or soon or late, shall bring 
The dreamless sleep that lulls the dead, 
Oblivion ! may thy languid wing 
Wave gently o'er my dying bed ! 



No band of friends or heirs be there. 
To weep, or wish, the coming blow : 

No maiden, with dishevelled hair. 
To feel, or feign, decorous woe. 




But silent let me sink to earth, 
With no officious mourners near : 

M 



i62 BYRON'S SONGS. 

I would not mar one hour of mirth, 
Nor startle friendship with a tear. 

Yet Love, if Love in such an hour 
Could nobly check its useless sighs, 

Might then exert its latest power 
In her who lives, and him who dies. 

Twere sweet, my Psyche ! to the last 
Thy features still serene to see : 

Forgetful of its struggles past, 

E*en Pain itself should smile on thee. 



But vain the wish — for Beauty still 
Will shrink, as shrinks the ebbing breath ; 

And women's tears, produced at will. 
Deceive in life, unman in death. 

Then lonely be my latest hour, 
Without regret, without a groan ? 

For thousands Death hath ceased to lower, 
And pain been transient or unknown. 
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" Ay, but to die, and go," alas ! 

WTiere all have gone, and all must go ! 
To be the nothing that I was 

Ere bom to lifer and living woe ! 

Count o'er the joys thine hours have seen, 
Count o'er thy days from anguish free. 

And know, whatever thou hast been, 
Tis something better not to be. 



^'S^ 
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And thou art dead, as young and 

FAIR. 

" Heu, quanto minus est cum reliquis versari quam tui memi* 

nisse ! ** 




jND thou art dead, as young and fair 
As aught of mortal birth ; 
And form so soft, and charms so rare, 
Too soon returned to Earth ! 
Though Earth received them in her bed, 
And o*er the spot the crowd may tread 

In carelessness or mirth, 
There is an eye which could not brook 
A moment on that grave to look. 

I will not ask where thou liest low, 
Nor gaze upon the spot ; 
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There flowers or weeds at will may grow, 

So I behold them not : 
It is enough for me to prove 
That what I loved, arid long must love, 

Like common earth can rot '; 
To me there needs no stone to tell, 
*Tis Nothing that I loved so well. 



Yet did I love thee to the last 

As fervently as thou, 
Who didst not change through all the past, 

And canst not alter now. 
The love where Death has set his seal, 
Nor age can chill, nor rival steal. 

Nor falsehood disavow : 
And, what were worse, thou canst not see 
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me. 



The better days of life were ours ; 

The worst can be but mine : 
The sun that cheers, the storm that lowers, 

Shall never more be thine. 
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The silence of that dreamless sleep 
I envy now too much to weep; 

Nor need I to repine, 
That all those charms have passed away ; 
I might have watch'd through long decay. 

The flower in ripen'd bloom unmatched 

Must fall the earliest prey ; 
Though by no hand untimely snatched, 

The leaves must drop away : 
And yet it were a greater grief 
To watch it withering, leaf by leaf. 

Than see it pluck'd to-day ; 
Since earthly eye but ill can bear 
To trace the change to foul from fair. 

I know not if I could have borne 

To see thy beauties fade ; 
The night that follows such a mom 

Had worn a deeper shade : 
Thy day without a cloud hath pass'd, 
And thou wert lovely to the last 

Extinguished, not decayed ; 
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As stars that shoot along the sky- 
Shine brightest as they fall from high. 

As once I wept, if I could weep, 
My tears might well be shed, 
To think I was not near to keep 

One vigil o'er thy bed ; 
To gaze, how fondly ! on thy face. 
To fold thee in a faint embrace. 

Uphold thy drooping head ; 
And show that love, however vain. 
Nor thou nor I can feel again. 

Yet how much less it were to gain. 

Though thou hast left me free, 
The loveliest things that still remain, 

Than thus remember thee ! 
The all of thine that cannot die 
Through dark and dread Eternity 

Returns again to me. 
And more thy buried love endears 
Than aught, except its living years. 



February y 1812. 
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If sometimes in the Haunts of Men, 




F sometimes in the haunts of men 

Thine image from my breast may fade, 
The lonely hour presents again 

The semblance of thy gentle shade : 
And now that sad and silent hour 

Thus much of thee can still restore, 
And sorrow unobserved may pour 
The plaint she dare not speak before. 



Oh, pardon that in crowds awhile 
I waste one thought I owe to thee, 

And self-condemn*d, appear to smile. 
Unfaithful to thy memory : 
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Nor deem that memory less dear, 

That then I seem not to repine ; 
I would not fools should overhear 

One sigh that should be wholly thine. 



If not the goblet pass unquafiPd, 

It is not drained to banish care ; 
The cup must hold a deadlier draught, 

That brings a Lethe for despair. 
And could Oblivion set my soul 

From all her troubled visions free, 
I 'd dash to earth the sweetest bowl 

That drown'd a single thought of thee. 



For wert thou vanished from my mind, 

Where could my vacant bosom turn ? 
And who would then remain behind 

To honour thine abandoned Urn ? 
No, no — it is my sorrow's pride 

That last dear duty to fulfil : 
Though all the world forget beside, 

Tis meet that I remember still. 
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For welt I know, that such had been 

Thy gentle care for him, who now 
Unmourn'd shall quit this mortal scene, 

Where none regarded him, but thou : 
And, oh ! I feel in that was given 

A blessing never meant for me ; 
Thou wert too like a dream of Heaven 

For earthly Love to merit thee. 

March 14, 18 rz 
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The Chain I gave. 




(from the TURKISH.) 

HE chain I gave was fair to view, 

The lute I added sweet in sound ; 

The heart that offer'd both was true, 

Andill deserved the fate it found. 



These gifts were charm'd by secret spell, 
Thy truth in absence to divine ; 

And they have done their duty well, — 
Alas ! they could not teach thee thine. 

That chain was firm in every link. 
But not to bear a stranger's touch ; 

That lute was sweet — till thou could'st think 
In other hands its notes were such. 



172 
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Let him who from thy neck unbound 
The chain which shiver'd in his grasp, 

Who saw that lute refuse to sound, 
Restring the chords, renew the clasp. 

When thou wert changed, they alter'd too ; 

The chain is broke, the music mute. 
*Tis past — to them and thee adieu — 

False heart, frail chain, and silent lute. 



c? 







^^A 





*w > 


JIHda^^lk^HlllWK J^Hi^HiH 1 


"l 




VV- ,jPt 


.':-4^\ 



Absent or present still to thee. 




(TO SAMUEL ROGERS.) 

BSENT or present, still to thee, 

My friend, what magic spells belong ! 
As all can tell, who share, like me. 
In turn thy converse and thy song. 



But when the dreaded hour shall come 
By Friendship ever deem'd too nigh, 

And " Memory " o'er her Druid's tomb 
Shall weep that aught of thee candie, 

How fondly will she then repay 
Thy homage offer'd at her shrine, 

And blend, while ages roll away, 
Her name immortally with t/iine ! 

April 19, 18 1 2. 
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One scene even thou canst not deform ; 

The limit of thy sloth or speed 
When future wanderers bear the storm 

Which we shall sleep too sound to heed : 

And I can smile to think how weak 
Thine efforts shortly shall be shown, 

When all the vengeance thou canst wieak 
Must fall upon — a .nameless stone. 





Thou art not false, but thou art 

FICKLE. 

(Set to Music by J. NATHAN.) 

HOU art not false, but thou art fickle, 
To those thyself so fondly sought ; 
The tears that thou hast forced to trickle 
Are doubly bitter from that thought : 
'Tis this which breaks the heart thou grievest 
Too well thou lov'st — too soon thou leavest. 

The wholly false the heart despises. 

And spurns deceiver and deceit ; 
But she who not a thought disguises. 

Whose love is as sincere as sweet, — 
When she can change who loved so truly, 
It feels what mine has felt so newly. 

N 
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To dream of joy and wake to sorrow 
Is doom'd to all who love or live j 

And if, when conscious on the morrow. 
We scarce our fancy can forgive, 

That cheated us in slumber only. 

To leave the waking soul more lonely, 

What must they feel whom no false vision. 
But truest, tenderest passion warm'd ? 

Sincere, but swift in sad transition ; 
As if a dream alone had charm'd ? 

Ah ! sure such grief is fancy's scheming, 
And all thy change can be but dreaming ! 
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Ah! Love was never yet wiTHOur. 




(a ROMAIC LOVE SONG.) 

H ! Love was never yet without 
The pang, the agony, the doubt, 
Which rends my heart with ceaseless sigh, 
While day and night rdll darkling by. 



Without one friend to hear my woe, 
I faint, I die beneath the blow. 
That Love had arrows well I knew ; 
Alas ! I find them poisoned too. 



Birds, yet in freedom, shun the net 
Which love around your haunts hath set ; 
Or, circled by his fatal fire. 
Your hearts shall bum, your hopes expire. 
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A bird of free and careless wing 
Waj$ I through many a smiling spring ; 
But caught within the subtle snare, 
I bum, and feebly flutter there. 

Who ne'er have loved, and loved in vain. 
Can neither feel nor pity pain. 
The cold repulse, the look askance, 

« 

The lightning of Love's angry glance. 

i n flattering dreams I dream'd thee mine ; 
Now hope, and he who hoped, decline ; 
Like melting wax, or withering flower, 
I feel my passion, and thy power. 

My light of life ! ah, tell me why 
That i)outing lip, and alter'd eye ? 
My bird of love ! my beauteous mate ! 
And art thou changed, and canst thou hate ? 

Mine eyes like wintry streams o'erflow : 
What wretch with me would barter woe .^ 
My bird ! relent : one note could give 
A charm to bid thy lover live. 
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My curdling blood, my madd'ning brain. 
In silent anguish I sustain ; 
And still thy heart, without partaking 
One pang, exults — ^while mine is breaking. 

Pour me the poison; fear not thou I 
Thou canst not murder more than now : 
I 've lived to curse my natal day, 
And Love, thatthus can lingering slay. 

My wounded soul, my bleeding breast, 
Can patience preach thee into rest? 
Alas ! too late, I dearly know 
That joy is harbinger of woe. 




Doubtless, sweet Girl! the hissing 

Lead.* 




OUBTLESS, sweet girl ! the hissing lead, 
J Wafting destruction o'er thy charms, 
And hurtling o'er thy lovely head, 

Has fiird that breast with fond alarms. 



Surely some envious demon's force, 
Vex'd to behold such beauty here, 

Impeird the bullet's viewless course, 
Diverted from its first career. 



* As the author was discharging his pistols in a garden, two 
ladies passing near the spot were alarmed by the sound of a 
bullet hissing near them ; iq one of whom the following stanzas 
were addressed the next morning. 
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Yes ! in that nearly fatal hour 

The ball obey'd some hell-bom guide ; 

But Heaven, with interposing power, 
In pity tum'd the death aside. 

Yet, as perchance one trembling tear 

Upon that thrilling bosom fell ; 
Which I th' unconscious cause of fear, 

Extracted from its glistening cell : 

Say, what dire penance can atone 
For such an outrage done to thee ? 

Arraigned before thy beauty's throne, 
What punishment wilt thou decree ? 

Might I perform the judge's part, 

The sentence I should scarce deplore ; 

It only would restore a heart 
Which but belong'd to thee before. 

The least atonement I can make 

Is to become no longer free ; 
Henceforth I breathe but for thy sake, 

Thou shalt be all in all to me. 



IS4 



BrRO^rs so^f'Gs, 



Bat dioOr perhaps, may'st now reject 

Sadi exg^atiaa ci my gailt ; 
Cooie dien, some cfdter mode ^cct : 

Let it be death, or wbat dftOQ wiit. 

Choose tiien, relendess! and I swear 
Noi^ht shall thy dread decree {^event ; 

Yet hold — one litde wcvd focbear ! 
Let it be anght bat banishment. 




^ — ' — ^- - 



Love's last Adieu. 



'A«t d* dii fii ^tvyn. — Anacreon. 



S?r^S HE roses of Love glad the garden of life, 
XJi (\ ^ Though nurtured *mid weeds dropping 

pestilent dew, 
Till time crops the leaves with unmerciful 

knife, 
Or prunes them for ever in love's last adieu ! 



In vain with endearments we soothe the sad heart, 
In vain do we vow for an age to be true ; 

The chance of an hour may command us to part. 
Or death disunite us in love's last adieu ! 
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Still Hope, breathing peace through the grief-swollen 
breast, 

Will whisper, " Our meeting we yet may renew ; *' 
With this dream of deceit half our sorrow *s represt, 

Nor taste we the poison of love's last adieu ! 

Oh ! mark you yon pair : in the sunshine of youth 
Love twined round their childhood his flowers as 
they grew ; 

They flourish awhile in the season of truth, 
Till chiird by the winter of love's last adieu ! 

Sweet lady ! why thus doth a tear steal its way 
Down a cheek which outrivals thy bosom in hue ? 

Yet why do I ask ? — to distraction a prey. 

Thy reason has perished with love's last adieu ! 

Oh ! who is yon misanthrope, shunning mankind ? 

From cities to caves of the forest he flew : 
There, raving, he howls his complaint to the wind ; 

The mountains reverberate love's last adieu ! 

Now hate rules a heart which in love's easy chains 
Once passion's tumultuous blandishments knew ; 
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Despair now inflames the dark tide of his veins ; 
He ponders in frenzy on love's last adieu ! 

How he envies the wretch with a soul wrapt in steel ! 

His pleasures are scarce, yet his troubles are few, 
Who laughs at the pang which he never can feel. 

And dreads not the anguish of love's last adieu 1 

Youth flies, life decays, even hope is o'ercast ; 

No more with love's former devotion we sue : 
He spreads his young wing, he retires with the blast ; 

The shroud of affection in love's last adieu ! 

In this life of probation for rapture divine, 
Astrea declares that some penance is due : 

From him who has worshipp'd at love's gentle shrine, 
The atonement is ample in love's last adieu ! 

Who kneels to the god, on his altar of light 
Must myx\\t and cypress alternately strew : 

His myrtle, an emblem of purest delight ; 
His cypress, the garland of love's last adieu ! 



Remember him whom Passion's Power. 




EMEMBER him whom Passion's power 

Severely, deeply, vainly proved : 
Remember thou that dangerous hour. 
When neither fell, though both were 
loved. 



That yielding breast, that melting eye, 
Too much invited to be bless'd : 

That gentle prayer, that pleading sigh. 
The wilder wish reproved, repressed. 



Oh ! let me feel that all I lost 

But saved thee all that conscience fears ; 
And blush for every pang it cost 

To spare the vain remorse of years. 
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Yet think of this when many a tongue, 
Whose busy accents whisper blame, 

Would do the heart that loved thee wrong. 
And brand a nearly blighted name. 

Think that, whatever to others, thou 

Hast seen each selfish thought subdued : 

I bless thy purer soul even now, 
Even now, in midnight solitude. 

Oh, God ! that we had met in time. 

Our hearts as fond, thy hand more free ; 

When thou hadst loved without a crime, 
And I been less unworthy thee ! 

Far may thy days, as heretofore. 
From this our gaudy world be past ! 

And that too bitter moment o'er. 
Oh ! may such trial be thy last. 

This heart, alas ! perverted long 
Itself destroy'd might there destroy ; 

To meet thee in the glittering throng, 
Would wake Presumption's hope of joy. 
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Then to the things whose bliss or woe, 
Like mine, is wild and worthless all, 

That world resign — such scenes forego, 
Where those who feel must surely fall. 

Thy youth, thy charms, thy tenderness, 
Thy soul from long seclusion pure ; 

From what even here hath pass'd, may guess 
What there thy bosom must endure. 

Oh ! pardon that imploring tear. 
Since not by Virtue shed in vain, 

M V frenzy drew from eyes so dear ; 
For me they shall not weep again. 

Though long and mournful must it be, 

__ * 

The thought that we no more may meet ; 

Yet I deserve the stem decree. 

And almost deem the sentence sweet. 

Still, had I loved thee less, my heart 
Had then less sacrificed to thine ; 

It felt not half so much to part 
As if its guilt had made thee mine. 

i8i 



'* 



Though the Day of my Destiny's over. 



(to AUGUSTA.) 




^ HOUGH the day of my destiny 's over, 
And the star of my fate hath declined, 
Thy soft heart refused to discover 
The faults which so many could find ; 
Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted, 

It shrunk not to share it with me, 
And the love which my spirit had painted 
It never hath found but in t^. 



Then when nature around me is smiling. 
The last smile which answers to mine, 

I do not believe it beguiling. 
Because it reminds me of thine ; 
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And when winds are at war with the ocean, 
As the breasts I believed in with me, 

If their billows excite an emotion, 
It is that they bear me from thee. 



Though the rock of my last hope is shiver'd, 

And its fragments are sunk in the wave, 
Though I feel that my soul is delivered 

To pain — it shall not be its slave. 
There is many a pang to pursue me : 

They may crush, but they shall not contemn ! 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me ; 

'Tis of thee that I think — not of them. 



Though human, thou didst not deceive me, 

Though woman, thou didst not forsake, 
Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me, 

Though slander'd, thou never couldst shake ;. 
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me, 

Though parted, it was not to ffy. 
Though watchful, 'twas not to defame me. 

Nor, mute, that the world might belie. 
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Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it, 

Nor tfie war of the many with one ; 
If iiiy soul was not fitted to prize it, 

'Twas folly not sooner to shun : 
And if dearly that error hath cost me, 

And more than I once could foresee, 
I have found that, whatever it lost me, 

It could not deprive me of thee. 

From the wreck of the past, which hath perish'd, 

Thus much I at least may recall. 
It hath taught me that what I most cherished 

Deserved to be dearest of all : 
In the desert a fountain is springing. 

In the wide waste there still is a tree, 
And a bird in the solitude singing. 

Which speaks to my spirit of thee. 

July 24, 1 8 16. 
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There is a Tear for all that die. 



^mT^jlHERE is a tear for all that die, 

A mourner o'er the humblest grave : 
But nations swell the funeral cry, 

And Triumph weeps above the brave. 



For them is Sorrow's purest sigh 
O'er Ocean's heaving bosom sent : 

In vain their bones unburied lie. 
All earth becomes their monument ! 



A tomb is theirs on every page, 
An epitaph on every tongue : 

The present hours, the future age, 
For them bewail, to them belong. 
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For them the voice of festal mirth 

Grows hush'd, their name the only sound ; 

While deep Remembrance pours to Worth 
The goblet's tributary round. 

A theme to crowds that knew them not, 

Lamented by admiring foes, 
Who would not share their glorious lot ? 

Who would not die the death they chose ? 

And, gallant Parker ! thus enshrined 
Thy life, thy fall, thy fame shall be ; 

And early valour, glowing, find 
A model in thy memory. 

But there are breasts that bleed with thee 

In woe, that glory cannot quell ; 
And shuddering hear of victory. 

Where one so dear, so dauntless, fell. 

Where shall they turn to mourn thee less ? 

When cease to hear thy cherish'd name ? 
Time cannot teach forgetfulness, 

While Griefs full heart is fed by Fame. 
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Alas ! for them, though not for thee. 
They cannot choose but weep the more ; 

Deep for the dead the grief must be, 
Who ne'er gave cause to moum before. 





Could Love for ever run like a River. 




OULD Love for ever 
Run like a river, 
And Time's endeavour 

Be tried in vain^^ — 
No other pleasure 
With this could measure ; 
And like a treasure 

We'd hug the chain. 
But since our sighing 
Ends not in dying, 
And, form'd for flying, 

Love plumes his wing ; 
Then for this reason 
Let 's love a season ; 
But let that season be only Spring. 
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When lovers parted 
Feel broken-hearted, 
And, all hopes thwarted, 

Expect to die ; 
A few years older. 
Ah ! how much colder 
They might behold her 

For whom they sigh ! 
When linked together. 
In every weather, 
They pluck Love's feather 

From out his wing — 
He'll stay for ever, 
But sadly shiver 
Without his plumage, when past the Spring. 

Like chiefs of Faction, 
His life is action — 
A formal paction 

That curbs his reign. 
Obscures his glory. 
Despot no more, he 
Such territory 

Quits with disdain. 



I 
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Still, still advancing, 
With banners glancing, 
His power enhancing, 
He must move on — 
Repose but cloys him, 
Retreat destroys him, 
Love brooks not a degraded throne. 



Wait not, fond lover ! 
l*ill years are over. 
And then recover 

As from a dream. 
While each bewailing 
The other's failing. 
With wrath and railing, 

All hideous seem — 
While first decreasing. 
Yet not quite ceasing, 
Wait not till teasing 

All passion blight : 
If once diminished, 
Love's reign is finished — 
Then part in friendship — ^and bid good night. 
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So shall Affection 
To recollection 
The dear connection 

Bring back with joy : 
You had not waited 
Till, tired or hated, 
Your passions sated 

Began to cloy. 
Your last embraces 
Leave no cold traces — 
The same fond faces 

As through the past : 
And eyes, the mirrors 
Of your sweet errors, 
Reflect but rapture — ^not least though last. 

True, separations 

Ask more than patience ; 

What desperations 

From such have risen ! 
But yet retaining, 
What is 't but chaining 
Hearts which, once waning, 

Beat 'gainst their prison ? 
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Time can but cloy love 
And use destroy love : 
The winged boy, Love, 

Is but for boys — 
You'll find it torture, 
Though sharper, shorter. 
To wean, and not wear out your joys. 




You HAVE ASK'D for A VeRSE. 



(to the countess of blessington.) 




OU have ask'd for a verse : — the request 
In a rhymer 'twere strange to deny ; 
But my Hippocrene was but my breast, 
And my feelings (its fountain) are dry. 

Were I now as I was, I had sung 
What Lawrence has painted so well ; 

But the strain would expire on my tongue, 
And the theme is too soft for my shell. 

I am ashes where once I was fire, 
And the bard in my bosom is dead ; 

What I loved I now merely admire. 
And my heart is as grey as my head. 
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My life is not dated by years — 

There are moments which act as a plough ; 
And thefe is not a furrow appears 

But is deep in my soul as my brow. 

Let the young and the brilliant aspire 
To sing what I gaze on in vain ; 

For sorrow has torn from my lyre 

The string which was worthy the strain. 
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My Birthday Ode. 



(on completing my thirty-sixth year.) 




IS time this heart should be unmoved, 

Since others it hath ceased to move : 
Yet, though I cannot be beloved. 
Still let me love ! 



My days are in the yellow leaf; 

The flowers and fruits of love are gone ; 
The worm, the canker, and the grief 
Are mine alone ! 



The fire that on my bosom preys 
Is lone as some volcanic isle ; 
No torch is kindled at its blaze— 
A funeral pile. 
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The hope, the fear, the jealous care. 

The exalted portion of the pain 
And power of love, I cannot share, 
But wear the chain. 

But 'tis not thus — and 'tis not here — 

Such thoughts should shake my soul, nor 7io7v, 
Where glory decks the hero's bier, 
Or binds his brow. 

The sword, the banner, and the field. 
Glory and Greece, around me see ! 
The Spartan, borne upon this shield, 
Was not more free. 

Awake ! (not Greece — ^she is awake !) 

Awake, my spirit ! Think through whom 
Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake. 
And then strike home ! 

Tread those reviving passions down. 
Unworthy manhood ! — ^unto thee 
Indifferent should the smile or frown 
' Of beauty be. 
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If thou regrett'st thy youth, why live ? 

The land of honourable death 

Is here : — up to the field, and give 

Away thy breath ! 

Seek out — less often sought than found — ■ 

A soldier's grave, for thee the best ; 
Then look around, and choose thy ground. 
And take thy rest. 

MissoLOHGHi, yan. 13, 1824. 
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The Spell is broke, the Charm is flown. 



i^^^jj|HE spell is broke, the charm is flown ! 
I'M ^^J'»^ Thus is it with life's fitful fever : 

We madly smile when we should groan ; 
Delirium is our best deceiver. 



Each lucid interval of thought 

Recalls the woes of Nature's charter ; 

And he that acts as wise men ought, 
But lives, as saints have died, a martyr. 



Athens, January i6, 1810. 
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The castled Crag of Drachenfels. 




(From Childe Harold.) 
(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

HE castled crag of Drachenfels 
Frowns o*er the wide and winding Rhine, 
Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Between the banks which bear the vine, 
And hills all rich with blossomed trees, 
And fields which promise com and wine, 
And scattered cities crowning these 
Whose far white walls along them shine. 
Have strew'd a scene which I should see 
With double joy wert thou with me. 

And peasant girls, with deep blue eyes, 
And hand which offer early flowers. 
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Walk smiling o'er this- paradise ; 
Above, the frequent feudal towers 
Through green leaves lift their walls of gray, 
And many a rock which steeply lowers, 
And noble arch in proud decay, 
Look o*er this vale of vintage-bowers ; 
But one thing want these banks of Rhine, — 
Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine ! 

I send the lilies given to me ; 
Though long before thy hand they touch, 
I know that they must withered be. 
But yet reject them not as such ; 
For I have cherished them as dear. 
Because they yet may meet thine eye. 
And guide thy soul to mine even here. 
When thou behold'st them drooping nigh. 
And know'st them gathered by the Rhine, 
And ofFer'd from my heart to thine ! 

The river nobly foams and flows, 
The charm of its enchanted ground, 
And all its thousand turns disclose 
Some fresher beauty varying round : 
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The haughtiest breast its wish might bound 

Through life to dwell delighted here ; 

Nor could on earth a spot be found 

To nature and to me so dear, 

Could thy dear eyes in following mine 

Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine ! 




Lachin y Gair.* 



(Set to Music by Sir Henry Bishop.) 



I 




WAY, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of 
roses ! 
In you let the minions of luxury rove ; 
Restore me the rocks, where the snow- 
flake reposes. 
Though still they are sacred to freedom and love ; 
Yet, Caledonia, beloved are thy mountains. 

Round their white summits though elements war ; 
Though cataracts foam 'stead of smooth-flowing foun- 
tains, 
I sigh for the valley of dark Loch na Garr. 

* Pronounced in the Erse, Loch na Garr. — Ed. 
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Ah [ there my young footsteps in infancy wander'd ; 

My cap was the bonnet, my cloak was the plaid ; 
On chieftains long perished my memory ponder'd, 

As daily I strode through the pine-cover'd glade ; 
I sought not my home till the day's dying gloiy 

Gave place to the rays of the bright polar star ; 
For fancy was cheer'd by traditional story, 

Disclosed by the natives of dark Loch na Garr. 



'* Shades of the dead ! have I not heard your voices 

Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale ? " 
Surely the soul of the hero rejoices. 

And rides on the wind, o*er his own Highland vale. 
Round Loch na Garr while the stormy mist gathers. 

Winter presides in his cold icy car : 
Clouds there encircle the forms of my fathers ; 

They dwell in the tempests of dark Loch na Garr. 



" Ill-starr'd, though brave, did no visions foreboding 
Tell you that fate had forsaken your cause ? " 

Ah ! were you destined to die at CuUoden, 
Victory crown'd not your fall with applause : 
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Still were you happy in death's earthy slumber. 
You rest with your clan in the caves of Braemar ; 

The pibroch resounds, to the piper's loud number, 
Your deeds on the echoes of dark Loch na Garr. 

Years have roll'd on, Loch na Garr, since I left you. 

Years must elapse ere I tread you again ; 
Nature of verdure and floors has bereft you, 

Yet stil! are you d&trer than Albion's plain. 
England ! thy beauties are tame and domestic 

To one who has roved o'er the mountains afar ; 
Oh for the crags that are wild and majestic ! 

The steep frowning glories of dark Loch na Garr : 
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Sweet Girl! though only once we met. 




(Set to Music by THOMAS Hastings.) 

WEET girl, though only once we met, 
That meeting I shall ne'er forget ; 
And though we ne'er may meet again, 
Remembrance will thy form retain. 
I would not say, ** I love," but still 
My senses struggle with my will : 
In vain, to drive thee from my breast, 
My thoughts are more and more rei)rest ; 
In vain I check the rising sighs, 
Another to the last replies : 
Perhaps this is not love, but yet 
Our meeting I can ne'er forget. 
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What though we never silence broke, 

Our eyes a sweeter language spoke ; 

The tongue in flattering falsehood deals, 

And tells a tale it never feels : 

Deceit the guilty lips impart, 

And hush the mandates of the heart ; 

But souFs interpreters, the eyes, 

Spurn such restraint, and scorn disguise. 

As thus our glances oft conversed, 

And all our bosoms felt rehearsed. 

No spirit, from within, reproved us, 

Say rather, " 'twas the spirit moved us." 

Though what they uttered I repress, 

Yet I conceive thou'lt partly guess ; 

For as on thee my memory ponders. 

Perchance to me thine also wanders. 

This for myself, at least I'll say, 

Thy form appears through night, through day : 

Awake, with it my fancy teems ; 

In sleep, it smiles in fleeting dreams : 

The vision charms the hours away, 

And bids me curse Aurora's ray 

For breaking slumbers of delight 

Which make me wish for endless night. 



HEBREW MELODIES. 



1 



2i6 BVROX'S SONGS, 

Since, oh ! whate'er my future fate, 
Shall joy or woe my steps await, 
Tempted by love, by storms beset, 
Thine image I can ne'er forget. 

Alas ! again no more we meet, 

No more our former looks repeat ; 

Then let rne breathe this parting prayer. 

The dictate of my bosom's care : 

" May heaven so guard my lovely quake r, 

That anguish never .can o'ertake her ; 

That peace and virtue ne'er forsake her, 

But bliss be aye her heart's partaker ! 

Oh ! may the happy mortal, fated 

To be, by dearest ties, related. 

For her each hour new joys discover, 

And lose the husband in the lover ! 

May that fair bosom never know 

What 'tis to feel the restless woe 

Which stings the soul, with vain regret, * 

Of him who never can forget !" 



HEBREW MELODIES. 




She walks in Beauty. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 




HE walks in beauty, like the night 

Of cloudless climes and starry skies ; 
And all that's best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes : 
Thus mellow'd to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 



One shade the more, one ray the less. 
Had half impaired the nameless grace 

Which waves in every raven tress, 
Or softly lightens o'er her face ; 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place. 
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And on that cheek, and o'er that brow, 
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 

The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 
But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with- all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent I 




The Harp the Monarch Minstrel swept. 

(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 



iS?^^SHE harp the monarch minstrel swept, 

The King of men, the loved of Heaven, 
Which Music hallowed while she wept 
O'er tones her heart of hearts had given. 
Redoubled be her tears, its chords are riven ; 
It soften'd men of iron mould, 

It gave them virtues not their own ; 
No ear so dull, no soul so cold, 
That felt not, fired not to the tone, 
Till David's lyre grew mightier than his throne ! 

It told the triumphs of our King, 

It wafted glory to our God ; 
It made our gladden'd valleys ring, 
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The cedars bow, the mountains nod ; 

Its sound aspired to heaven and there abode \ 
Since then, though heard on earth no more, 

Devotion and her daughter Love 
Still bid the bursting spirit soar 

To sounds that seem as from above, 

In dreams that day's broad light can not remove. 




If that high World. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 




F that high world, which lies beyond 
B w Our own, surviving Love endears ; 
If there the cherished heart be fond. 
The eye the same, except in tears- 
How welcome those untrodden spheres ! 

How sweet this Very hour to die ! 
To soar from earth and find all fears 
Lost in thy light — Eternity ! 



It must be so : 't is not for self 
That we so tremble on the brink j 

And striving to overleap the gulf, 
Yet cling to Being's severing link. 
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Oh ! in that future kt us think 

To hold each heart the heart that shares j 
With them the immortal waters drink, 

And soul in soul grow deathless theirs ! 




The wild Gazelle on Judah's Hills. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 



^^|7»SHE wild gazelle on Judah's hills 
Exulting yet may bound, 
And drink from all the living rills 
That gush on holy ground : 
Its airy step and glorious eye 
May glance in tameless transport by : — 



A step as fleet, an eye more bright. 
Hath Judah witnessed there ; 

And o'er her scenes of lost delight 
Inhabitants more fair. 

The cedars wave on Lebanon, 

But Judah's statelier maids are gone ! 

Q 
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More blest each palm that shades those plains 

Than Israel's scatter'd race ; 
For, taking root, it there remains 

In solitary grace : 
It cannot quit its place of birth, 
It will not live in other earth. 

But we must wander witheringly, 

In other lands to die ; 
And where our fathers' ashes be, 

Our own may never lie : 
Our temple hath not left a stone. 
And Mockery sits on Salem's throne. 
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Oh ! WEEP FOR THOSE. 
(Set to Music by J. Nathan ) 

H ! weep for those that wept by Babel's 

stream, 
Whose shrines are desolate, whose land a 
dream ; 

Weep for the harp of Judah's broken shell ; 
Mourn — where their God hath dwelt the godless 
dwell ! 

And where shall Israel lave her bleeding feet? 
And when shall Zion's songs again seem sweet ? 
And Judah's melody once more rejoice 
The hearts that leap'd before its heavenly voice ? 

Tribes of the wandering foot and weary breast, 
How shall ye flee away and be at rest ! 
The wild-dove hath her nest, the fox his cave. 
Mankind their country — Israel but the grave ! 




On Jordan's Banks. 

(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 
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N Jordan's banks the Arab's camels stray, 
On Sion's hill the False One's votaries 
pray, 
The Baal-adorer bows on Sinai's steep — 
Yet there — even there — Oh God! thy thunders 
sleep : 

There — where thy finger scorch'd the tablet stone ! 
There — where thy shadow to thy people shone ! 
Thy glory shrouded in its garb of fire : 
Thyself — none living see and not expire ! 

Oh ! in the lightning let thy glance appear ; 
Sweep from his shiver'd hand the oppressor's spear ! 
How long by tyrants shall thy land be trod ? 
How long thy temple worshipless, Oh God ? 




Jephtha's Daughter. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 




INCE our Country, our God — Oh, my 
Sire ! 
Demand that thy Daughter expire ; 
Since thy triumph was bought by thy 
vow — 
Strike the bosom that's bared for thee now ! 



And the voice of my mourning is o'er, 
And the mountains behold me no more : 
If the hand that I love lay me low, 
There cannot be pain in the blow ! 

And of this, oh, my Father 1 be sure — 
That the blood of thy child is as pure 
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As the blessing I beg ere it flow. 

And the last thought that soothes me below. 

Though the virgins of Salem lament, 
Be the judge and the hero unbent ! 
I have won the great battle for thee. 
And my Father and Country are free ! 

When this blood of thy giving hath gush'd, 
When the voice that thou lovest is hush'd. 
Let my memory still be thy pride, 
And forget not I smiled as I died ! 




Oh! snatch'd away in Beauty's Bloom. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) . 




H ! snatch'd away in beauty's bloom, 
On thee shall press no ponderous 

tomb ; 
But on thy turf shall roses rear 
Their leaves, the earliest of the year ; 
And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom : 

And oft by yon blue gushing stream 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head, 

And feed deep thought with many a dream. 
And lingering pause and lightly tread ; 
Fond wretch ! as if her step disturbed the dead 1 
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Away ! we know that tears are vain, 
That death nor heeds nor hears distress 

Will this unteach us to complain ? 
Or make one mourner weep the less ? 

And thou — who telPst me to forget, 

Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet. 




M 







My Soul is dark. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan and A. Alexander.) 




Y soul is dark — Oh ! quickly string 
The harp I yet can brook to hear ; 
And let thy gentle fingers fling 
Its melting murmurs o*er mine ear. 
If in this heart a hope be dear, 

That sound shall charm it forth again ; 
If in these eyes there lurk a tear, 

Twill flow, and cease to bum my brain. 



But bid the strain be wild and deep, 
Nor let thy notes of joy be first : 

I tell thee, minstrel, I must weep, 
Or else this heavy heart will burst ; 
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For it hath been by sorrow mirsed, 
And ach'd in sleepless silence long ; 

And now 'tis doom'd to know the worst, 
And break at once — or yield to song. 




I SAW THEE Weep. 




(Set to Music \)y J. Nathan.) 

SAW thee weep — the big bright tear 

Came o'er that eye of blue ; 
And then methought it did appear 
A violet dropping dew ; 
I saw thee smile — the sapphire's blaze 

Beside thee ceased to shine ; 
It could not match the living rays 
That fiird that glance of thine. 



As clouds from yonder sun receive 

A deep and mellow dye, 
Which scarce the shade of coming eve 

Can banish from the sky, 



'I 
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Thy Days are done. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

iS|7mS HY days are done, thy fame begun ; 
A^ {\ ^ ^Yiy country's strains record 
The triumphs of her chosen Son, 
The slaughters of his sword ! 
The deeds he did, the fields he won, 
The freedom he restored ! 



Though thou art falPn, while we are free 
Thou shalt not taste of death ! 

The generous blood that flow'd from thee 
Disdained to sink beneath : 

Within our veins its currents be, 
Thy spirit on our breath ! 
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Thy name, our charging hosts along, 

Shall be the battle-word '. 
Thy fall, the theme of choral song 

From virgin voices potir'd ! 
To weep would do thy gloiy wrong : 

Thou shall not be deplored. 





Saul. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 
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[I^SShOU whose spell can raise the dead, 
Bid the prophet's form appear. 
" Samuel, raise thy buried head ! 
King, behold the phantom seer ! " 
Earth yawn'd ; he stood the centre of a cloud : 
Light changed its hue, retiring from his shroud. 
Death stood all glassy in his fixed eye ; 
His hand was wither'd, and his veins were dry ; 
His foot, in bony whiteness, glitter'd there. 
Shrunken and sinewless, and ghastly bare ; 
From lips that moved not and unbreathing frame, 
Like cavem'd winds, the hollow accents came. 
Saul saw, and fell to earth, as falls the oak, 
At once, and blasted by the thunder-stroke. 
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"Why is my sleep disquieted ? 
Who is he that calls the dead ? 
Is it thou, O King ? Behold, 
Bloodless are these limbs, and cold ; 
Such are mine ; and such shall be 
Thine to-morrow, when with me : 
Ere the coming day is done, 
Such shalt thou be, such thy son. 
Fare thee well, but for a day. 
Then we mix our mouldering clay. 
Thou, thy race, lie pale and low. 
Pierced by shafts of many a bow ; 
And the falchion by thy side 
To thy heart thy hand shall guide : 
Crownless, breathless, headless fall, 
Son and sire, the house of Saul ! " 




Song of Saul before his last Battle. 




(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

ARRIORS and chiefs ! should the shaft 
or the sword 
Pierce me in leading the host of the 
Lord, 

Heed not the corse, though a king's, in your path : 
Bury your steel in the bosoms of Gath ! 

Thou who art bearing my buckler and bow, 
Should the soldiers of Saul look away from the foe, 
Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feet ! 
Mine be the doom which they dared not to meet. 

Farewell to others, but never we part, 
Heir to my royalty, son of my heart ! 
Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway, 
Or kingly the death, which awaits us to-day ! 

R 



"All is Vanity, saith the Preacher/' 

(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 




AME, wisdom, love, and power were mine. 
And health and youth possess'd me ; 
My goblets blushed from every vine. 
And lovely forms caress'd me ; 
I sunn'd my heart in beauty's eyes, 

And felt my soul grow tender ; 
All earth can give, or mortal prize. 
Was mine of regal splendour. 



I strive to number o'er what days 
Remembrance can discover, 

Which all that life or earth displays 
Would lure me to live over. 
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There rose no day, there roil'd no hour 

Of pleasure unembitter'd ; 
And not a trapping deck'd my power 

That gall'd not while it glitter'd. 

The serpent of the field, by art 

And spells, is won from harming ; 
But that which coils around the heart. 

Oh ! who hath power of charming? 
It will not list to wisdom's lore. 

Nor music's voice can lure it ; 
But there it stings for evermore 

The soul that must endure it. 






When Coldness wraps this suffering 

Clay. 

(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

HEN coldness wraps this suffering clay, 
Ah ! whither strays the immortal 
mind? 
It cannot die, it cannot stay, 
But leaves its darkened dust behind. 
Then, unembodied, doth it trace 

By steps each planet's heavenly way ? 
Or fill at once the realms of space, 
A thing of eyes, that all survey ? 

Eternal, boundless, undecay'd, 

A thought unseen, but seeing all, 
All, all in earth or skies displa/d. 

Shall it survey, shall it recall : 
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Each fainter trace that memory holds 
. So darkly of departed years, 
In one broad glance the soul beholds, 
And all, that was, at once appears. 

Before Creation peopled earth, 

Its eye shall roll through chaos back ; 
And where the furthest heaven had birth, 

The spirit trace its rising track. 
And where the future mars or makes, 

Its glance dilate o'er all to be, 
While sun is quench'd or system breaks, 

Fix'd in its own eternity. 

Above or Love, Hope, Hate, or Fear, 

It lives all passionless and pure : 
An age shall fleet like earthly year ; 

Its years as moments shall endure." 
Away, away, without a wing, 

O'er all, through all, its thought shall fly, 
A nameless and eternal thing, 

Forgetting what it was to die. 
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Vision of Belshazzar. 

(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

HE King was on his throne, 

The Satraps throng*d the hall 
A thousand bright lamps shone 
0*er that high festival. 
A thousand cups of gold, 

In Judah deem'd divine — 
Jehovah's vessels hold 

The godless Heathen's wine ! 



In that same hour and hall, 
The fingers of a hand 

Came forth against the wall, 
And wrote as if on sand : 
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The fingers of a man : — 

A solitary hand 
Along the letters ran, 

And traced them like a wand. 



The monarch saw, and shook, 

And bade no more rejoice ; 
All bloodless wax'd his look, 

And tremulous his voice. 
" Let the men of lore appear. 

The wisest of the earth, 
And expound the words of fear. 

Which mar our royal mirth." 



Chaldea's seers are good, 

But here they have no skill ; 
And the unknown letters stood 

Untold and awful still. 
And Babel's men of age 

Are wise and deep in lore ; 
But now they were not sage. 

They saw — but knew no more. 
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A captive in the land, 

A stranger and a youth, 
He heard the king's command. 

He saw that writing's truth. 
The lamps around were bright. 

The prophecy in view ; 
He read it on that night, — 

The morrow proved it true. 

" Belshazzar's grave is made, 

His kingdom pass'd away, 
He, in the balance weighed, 

Is light and worthless clay ; 
The shroud his robe of state. 

His canopy the stone ; 
The Mede is at his gate ! 

The Persian on his throne \ ^ 





Sun of the Sleepless. 




(Set to Music by Felix Mendelssohn and J. Nathan.) 

UN of the sleepless ! melancholy star ! 
Whose tearful beam glows tremulously 

far, 
That show'st the darkness thou canst 
not dispel, 
How like art thou to joy remembered well ! 
So gleams the past, the light of other days, 
Which shines, but warms not with its powerless rays : 
A night-beam Sorrow watcheth to behold, 
Distinct, but distant — clear — ^but, oh how cold ! 
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Were my Bosom as false as thou 

deem' ST IT TO BE. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

ERE my bosom as false as thou deem*st it 
to be, 
I need not have wandered from far 
Galilee ; 

It was but abjuring my creed to efface 
The curse which, thou say'st, is the crime of my race. 




If the bad never triumph, then God is with thee ! 
If the slave only sin, thou art spotless and free ! 
If the Exile on earth is an Outcast on high. 
Live on in thy faith, but in mine I will die. 
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I have lost for that faith more than thou canst 

bestow, 
As the God who pennits thee to prosper doth know ; 
In his hand is my heart and my hope — and in thine 
The land and the life which for him 1 resign. 
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Herod's Lament for Mariamne. 




(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

H, Mariatnne ! now for thee 

The heart for which thou bled'st 
bleeding ; 
Revenge is lost in agony, 
And wild remorse to rage succeeding. 
Oh, Mariamne ! where art thou ? 

Thou canst not hear my bitter pleading : 
Ah ! could'st thou — thou would'st pardon now. 
Though Heaven were to my prayer unheeding. 

And is she dead ? — and did they dare 

Obey my frenzy's jealous raving? 
My wrath but doomed my own despair : 

The sword that smote hers o'er me waving. — 



IS 
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■ 'Hut thou art cold, my murder'd love ! 
And this dark heart is vainly craving 
For her who soars alone above. 

And leaves my soul unworthy saving. 

She's gone, who shared my diadem ; 

She sunk, with her my Joys entombing j 
I swept that flower from Judah's stem, 

Whose leaves for me alone were blooming ; 
And mine's the guilt, and mine the hell. 

This bosom's desolation dooming ; 
And I have eam'd those tortures well. 

Which unconsumed are stiil consuming ! 






On the Day of the Destruction of 
Jerusalem by Titus. 

(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

ROM the last hill that looks on thy once 
holy dome, 
I beheld thee, oh Sion ! when rendered to 
Rome : 
'Twas thy last sun went down, and the flames of thy 

fall 
Flashed back on the last glance I gave to thy wall. 

I look*d for thy temple, I look'd for my home, 
And forgot for a moment my bondage to come ; 
I beheld but the death-fire that fed on thy fane, 
And the fast-fetter'd hands that made vengeance in 
vain. 
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On many an eve, the liigli spot whence I ga?ed 
Had reflected the last beam of day as it blazed ; 
While I stood on the height, and beheld the decline 
Of the rays from the mountain that shone on thy 
shrine. 

And now on that mountain I stood on that day, 
But I mark'd not the twilight beam melting away ; 
Oh ! would that the lightning had glared in its stead. 
And the thunderbolt burst on the conqueror's head ' 

But the gods of the Pagan shall never profane 
The shrine where Jehovah disdain'd not to reign ; 
And scatter'd and scom'd as thy people may be. 
Our worship, oh Father ! is only for thee. 
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By the Rivers of Babylon we sat down 

AND WEPT. 

(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

E sat down and wept by the waters 

Of Babel, and thought of the day 
When our foe, in the hue of his slaughters, 
Made Salem's high places his prey ; 
And ye, oh her desolate daughters ! 
Were scatter'd all weeping away. 

While sadly we gazed on the river 
Which roll'd on in freedom below, 

They demanded the song ; but, oh never 
That triumph the stranger shall know ! 

May this right hand be wather'd for ever, 
Ere it string our high harp for the foe ! 
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On the willow that harp is suspeii<ied, 
Oh Salem ! its sound should be free ; 

And the hour when thy glories were ended 
But left me that token of thee : 

And ne'er shall its soft tones be blended 
With the voice of the spoiler by me ! 





The Destruction of Sennacherib. 

(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 



^S^^™SHE Assyrian came down like the wolf on 
1^ ^"^ the fold, 

And his cohorts were gleaming in purple 
and gold ; 

And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea, 
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green, 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen : 
Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown, 
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 

T'or the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast. 
And breathed in the face of the foe as he pass'd : 
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And the eyes of the sleepers wax'd deadly and chill, 
And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew 
still ! 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide, 
But through it there roll'd not the breath of his pride ; 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf, 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 
With the dew on his brow and the rust on his mail : 
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone, 
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 

And the widows of Ashur are loud in th^ir wail. 
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal ; 
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword 
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord ! 
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A Spirit pass'd before me. 



FROM JOB. 



(Set to Music by J. Nathan.) 

SPIRIT passed before me : I beheld 
The face of immortality unveil*d — 
Deep sleep came down on every eye save 
mine — 

And there it stood, — all formless — ^but divine : 
Along my bones the creeping flesh did quake ; 
And as my damp hair stiffened, thus it spake : 




" Is man more just than God ? Is man more pure 
Than he who deems even Seraphs insecure ? 
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Creatures of clay — vain dwellers in the dust ! 
The moth survives you, and are ye more just ? 
Things of a day ! you wither ere the night, 
Heedless and blind to Wisdom's wasted light ! " 
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ALPHABETICAL REGISTER. 



Absent or present, still to thee 

Adieu, adieu ! my native shore 

Ah ! heedless girl ! why thus disclose 

Ah ! Love was never yet without 

All is vanity, saith the Preacher 

And thou art dead, as young and fair 

And wilt thou weep when I am low ? 

As o*er the cold sepulchral stone 

As the Liberty lads o*er the sea 

A Spirit passed before me 

Away, away, ye notes of woe . 

Away with your fictions of flimsy romance 

Away, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses 

Beware ! beware ! of the Black Friar 

Bright be the place of thy soul 

By the rivers of Babylon we sat down and wept 

Could Love for ever run like a river . 
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Dear object of defeated care .... 
Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells 
Doubtless, sweet girl ! the hissing lead . 

Fame, wisdom, love, and power were mine 
Fare thee well ! and if for ever 
Farewell ! if ever fondest prayer 

Farewell to the Muse 

Fill the goblet again ! 

From the last hill that looks on thy once holy dome 



Here once engaged the stranger's view 
Herod's lament for Mariamne . 



I enter thy garden of roses 

If, in the month of dark December . 

If sometimes in the haunts of men . 

If that high world, which lies beyond 

I heard thy fate without a tear 

In one who felt as once he felt 

I saw thee weep — the big bright tear 

I speak not, I trace not, I breathe not thy name 

I would I were a careless child 



Jephtha's daughter 



Lachin y Gair (Loch na Garr) . 
Lesbia ! since far from you I've ranged 
Love's last adieu .... 



Maid of Athens, ere we part . 
Must thou go, my glorious chief 
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My birthday ode 

My boat is on the shore ..... 
My soul is dark — oh ! quickly string 

Nay, smile not at my sullen brow 

Oh ! Anne, your offences to me have been grievous 

Oh ! did those eyes, instead of fire . 

Oh ! had my fate been join*d with thine 

Oh Lady ! when I left the shore 

Oh, Mariamne ! now for thee . 

Oh ! my lonely, lonely, lonely pDlow 

Oh, say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have decreed 

Oh ! snatch*d away in beauty's bloom 

Oh ! weep for those that wept by BabePs stream 

Oh ! when shall the grave hide for ever my sorrow 

On Jordan's banks the Arab's camels stray 

On the day of the destruction of Jerusalem by Titus 

One struggle more, and I am free. . 

Remember him whom Passion's power 
Remember thee ! remember thee ! 
Remind me not, remind me not 

Saul 

She walks in beauty, like the night 

Since now the hour is come at last 

Since our country, our God — Oh, my sire 

Song for the Luddites 

Song of Saul before his last battle 

Sons of the Greeks, arise ! 

Start not — nor deem my spirit fled 

Sun of the sleepless ! melancholy star. 

Sweet girl ! though only once we met 



PAGE 

204 
107 

233 



117 

32 

114 

151 
252 

25 
127 

231 
227 

95 
228 

254 

188 

71 
141 

239 
219 

42 
229 

91 
241 

156 

34 
249 

214 



266 



BYRON'S SOXGS. 



PACK 

The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold . . 258 
The castled crag of Drachenfels ..... 208 
The chain I gave was fair to view -171 

The destruction of Sennacherib 258 

The first kiss of love 93 

The harp the Monarch Minstrel swept .22 c 

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece . -27 

The king was on his throne 246 

The kiss, dear maid ! thy lip has left . -67 

The ro*es of Love glad the garden erf life . .185 

The spell is broke, the charm is flown .207 

The wild gazelle on Judah's hills 225 

There be none of Beauty's daughters • '5 

There is a tear for all that die 194 

There's not a joy the world can give . 17 

There was a time, I need not name -144 

They say that Hope is Happiness 90 

Think'st thou I saw thy beauteous eyes .... 49 
This band, which bound thy yellow hair . .112 

This faint resemblance of thy charms .... 102 
This votive pledge of fond esteem . .61 

Those flaxen locks, those eyes of blue -131 

Thou art not false, but thou art fickle . . . •177 
Thou Power ! who hast ruled me through infancy's days . 124 
Thou whose spell can raise the dead .... 239 
Though the day of my destiny's over .... 191 
Through cloudless skies, in silvery sheen • • • • 55 

Thy days are done, thy fame begun 237 

Time ! on whose arbitrary wing 1 74 

'Tis time this heart should be unmoved . .204 
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Warriors and chiefs ! should the shaft or the swoicl 

Well I thou art happy 

Were my bosom as false as thou deem*st it to be 

We sat down and wept by the waters of Babel 

When all around grew drear and dark 

When coldness wraps this suffering clay 

Whene'er I view those lips of thine 

When fierce conflicting passions urge 

When I dream that you love me 

When I hear you express an affection so waim 

When Man,^ expelled from Eden's bowers 

When the Moon is on the wave 

When Time, or soon or late, shall bring 

When we two parted 

Without a stone to mark the spot 

Ye Cupids, droop each little head . . . . 
Ye scenes of my childhood, whose loved recollection 
You have ask'd for a verse 
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All is vanity, saith the Preacher 

As o'er the cold sepulchral stone 

A Spirit passed before me 

Away, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses 

Beware I beware ! of the Black Friar 

Bright be the place of thy soul 

By the rivers of Babylon . . ► . 

Fame, wisdom, love, and power were mine 

Farewell ! if ever fondest prayer 

From the last hill that looks on thy once holy dome 

Herod's lament for Mariamne . 



I enter tby garden of roses 

If that high world, which lies beyond 

I heard thy fate without a tear 

I saw thee weep — the big bright tear 

I would I were a careless child 
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Jephtha's daughter 
Lachin y Gair . 



Maid of Athens, ere we part 

My soul is dark — oh ! quickly string 



Oh, Mariamne ! now for thee . 

Oh ! my lonely, lonely, louely pillow 

Oh ! snatched away in beauty's bloom 

Oh ! weep for those that wept at Babel's stream 

On Jordan's banks the Arab's camels stray 

On the day of the destruction of Jerusalem by Titus 



Saul ....... 

She walks in beauty, like the night . 
Since our country ; our God — Oh, my sire 
Song of Saul before his last battle . 

Sun of the sleepless 

Sweet girl, though only once we met 



The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold 

The castled crag of Drachenfels 

The destruction of Sennacherib 

The harp the Monarch Minstrel swept 

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece 

The king was on his throne 

The kiss, dear maid ! thy lip has left 

The wild gazelle on Judah's hills 

There be none of Beauty's daughters 

There's not a joy the world can give 

Thou art not false, but thou art fickle 

Thou whose spell can raise the dead 

Thy days are done, thy fame begun 
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